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CHAPTER I. 

Neville and his faithful guide reached 
the Waterloo Station during an opportune 
lull, when a Southampton train was ex- 
pected, and the cabs had gathered thick at 
the arrival-platform; but after a careful 
examination of the various physiognomies 
of their drivers, Dennis shook his head 
despondingly. 

* There's none on 'em him,' he said; 
' I couldn't just describe him, 'cos I seen 
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him only a minit — ^but I'd know him — 
I'm sure I'd know him — ^and it's a S. W. 
cab. I seen the letters on the back on it 
jist as it was a-drivin' off — and so we'll 
find him here some hour in the day — 'cos 
this is his rightful stan' — sure now I under- 
Stan' yes, if ye lave it to me, I'm always 
about the Station, and if I can't catch him, 
may I never seU a " Tiligraph.' 

* If you had only trusted us and under- 
stood us before,' said Neville, sternly, 
* what valuable time might have been 
saved Your obstinacy may be the cause 
of our total failure, boy.' 

* Faith ! I'll make up for it, sir,* re- 
turned the unabashed Bedouin — * An' as to 
thrustin', who'd thrust the police, 'cept a 
bom-natural. Sure I thought I was doing 
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the lady a good turn, but never mind, I'll 
get the cabby for yes/ 

With this very indefinite assurance, 
Neville was fain to be content, and re- 
turned to his gloomy solitude, to pore 
over disheartening papers, and weary his 
brain with unaccustomed calculations ; 
striving to have some plan of future 
exertion and livelihood fixed before his 
cherished hope — the recovery of his wife 
— was fulfilled. 

In truth it was a perplexing problem — 
a couple of thousands for a capital — and 
the world before him, with no business- 
toaining or habits, to what could he turn 
himself? Yet he knew that he possessed 
a certain amount of method and capa- 
bility for organization, with a conscious- 
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ness that although neither of a quick or 
brilliant class of intelligence, he had the 
power of steady and prolonged appli- 
cation. 

Some military appointment he knew 
would be the best solution of his enigma, 
but he shrunk from the publicity of ap- 
plication; his story was already widely 
circulated ia aU militery circles, and he 
quivered at the idea of the pale witti- 
cisms, the contemptuous pity, the mock- 
Mig laughter it must have drawn forth. 
He felt inclined to rush forth, armed with 
a horsewhip, for the general flagellation of 
his acquaintance ; could he discover Marie, 
and show her as his own, his valued, 
cherished wife, then people might see 
that the disappointment which ftirnished 
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SO charming a source of gossip and con- 
dolence was by no means insupportable 
to him. No! Had his eyes been open 
from the first, he would still have pre- 
ferred his own soft, piquant, shy, loving 
Marie, to the heiress, however wealthy 
or estimable she might be ; that little, 
pale, quiet, matter - of - &ct, self-reliant 
creature, comparable to his wife, indeed ! 

Well ! it is well your wife taught you 
her value by her flight. Captain Neville, 
for these favourable contrasts never 
crossed your mind in time to save her 
the anguish of feeling that she was want- 
rug in the one thing for which she had 
been sought ; and now, after all his eflForts, 
he seemed as far from the object of his 
'search as ever ! 
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That confounded boy ! Was there any 
just cause or impediment why he should 
not thrash him at all events ? 

How was it that the skill of detectives, 
the eagerness of aflfection, the perseverance 

of friendship, had alike &.iled ! 

• • • • 

* Well, my dejir boy,' said Mr. Foster, 
as his grandson and himself sat over an 
elaborate dessert in the handsome dining- 
room of his handsome house in Mecklen- 
burgh Square on the evening after the 
interview just described — *You know I 
ought to be very seriously displeased with 
you — such a scheme for you to enter into ; 
and 1 am not sure you did not originate 
it ! However, it has been frustrated and 
recoiled pretty severely on the head of 
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him who intended to profit by it. I am, 
therefore, inclined to deal indulgently 
with you. Tell me, now, does not my 
shy little ward strike you as deserving all 
my eulogiums ? She's a remarkable girl, 
an interesting young creature, lonely as 
she is, and possessed of a princely for- 
tune.' 

' Yes, sir,' replied the young Baronet, 
glancing oflF hastily to the first part of his 
grandfitther's speech — * I am an obstinate 
dog, I admit ; and really young heads are 
but wooden concerns sometimes ; but you 
must not be hard on Neville. He is a 
fine fellow, and severely punished for 
taking my advice — there I acknowledge 
it, you see. Now, my dear grandfather, I 
want you to be a real brick — ^forgive the 
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whole affair, and use your powerful in- 
fluence with the brother, to make up with 
Neville, and help him. Do, my dear sir ! 
He'll find the wife some day, and then you 
know .all sorts of little consequences will 
occur, and he'll want a pretty little villa, 
and nursemaids and things, and he'll want 
to make money — now he reaUy is a clever 
feUow, and very steady — well, I mean 
naturally' — for old Mr. Foster elevated 
his eyebrows and shook his head. *His 
gambling and all that was merely the 
want of a real object in life. Suppose you 
and his brother take him into the concern 
as a junior partner.' 

* Zounds ! sir ! ' cried the old gentleman, 
startled by so audacious a proposition into 
an old feshioned exclamation — ' Your 
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modem assurance is overwhelming ; pray 
what capital can your friend bring into 
the "concern," as you contemptuously 
term a business which is considerably 
your senior, and your grand&ther's 
senior ? ' 

* EeaDy I don't know,' returned Sir 
Frederic, with polite indiflference, * but I 
do know he's a clever fellow and can be 
steady, would naturally take more interest 
in the — well, the business, than a stranger, 
and make you a better servant ; that is, if 
he finds his wife ; and, after all, the only 
drawback to my scheme is that it would 
be a real benefit to a friend of mine' 

* Nay, you know I am ever ready to 
grant you everything — but confess it is 
rather cool of you to press Captain Neville 
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upon me — ^the man who intended to frus- 
trate my favourite project — for I will be 
frank with you, Fred; your union with 
Miss Delvigne is my favourite project, 
and you backing him up, too. Ton my 
soul, it is too bad, Fred ! ' 

* I really cannot defend myself^ sir. But 
I am sure, with your usual complaisance, 
you will bury the matter in oblivion — 
and — and — consider my plan, sir.' This 
last was put in insinuatingly. 

*Well, Fred, the morning you are 
married to Miss Delvigne all safe, I will 
begin to think the matter over. That 
governess wife of Neville's may have 
drowned herself or hung herself. French 
women think nothing of suicide — ^and 
then — 'pon my life — ^I shouldn't be sur- 
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prised if he had another throw for the 
heiress ! ' 

* Pooh, pooh ! my dear grandfather, 
that would be an impossibility! In the 
first place, Miss Delvigne would not 
endure him.' 

* Why are you sure of that, eh ? ' 
asked the old gentleman, with a knowing 
look. 

*0h! it is self-evident. It would be 
an insult to her.' i. 

* Young ladies, my dear boy, are likely 
to fancy the first man that makes love to 
them, and you are the first in the field, 
Fred!' 

* Thank you, sir! I don't much care 
for the first-come first served-principle in 
love. And, by Jove ! I don't think Mary 
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Delvigne is the style of girl to fancy the 
first thing in unmentionables who makes 
eyes at her! No, no! I dare say she 
classes poor Neville and myself in the 
same lump, and despises us both. Then, 
consider, my dear sir, what an impression 
I must have made upon her mind, trying 
to many her to my spendthrift friend, 
just to get rid of her. If she wasn't a 
deucedly uncommon sort of a giri 
she wouldn't hold * any sort of inter- 
course with me. What a position to 
have put oneself into ! ' concluded the 
young Baronet, in a tone of deep vexa- 
tion. 

* Right, Fred, right ! you describe your 
friend and transaction capitally.' 

^I don't admit that, sir. But such is 
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the colour it probably wears in Miss 
Delvigne's eyes/ 

* Never mind, my dear boy; a little 
coolness on your side will but fen the 
flame. Go, now, like a polite young 
gentleman, and spend the evening at Mrs. 
Coleman's. Say, — oh, say you wish to 
know how she feels after the fetigue of 
driving down to the Strand yesterday. 
And, a — give my love. Say I wish to 
know, and I am disposed to take a nap.' 

* I shall do no such thing, sir ! ' returned 
the dutiful grandson, with unusual abrupt- 
ness, for he longed to obey, though a feel- 
ing of proud shyness kept him back. * I 
hate going to Mrs. Coleman's ; the whole 
femily, from " buttons " up to the grande 
madame herself, look so infernally know- 



14 ^UOOK BEFOBE TOU LEAP/ 

tng— and are always dodging out of the 
room when I am there. I know it annoys 
Ifiss Delvigne, and it sets me forions! 
But m not interfere with yon, sir; I'll 
go down and see what Neville has done 
smce mormng. And I say, grand&ther, 
for Qod's sake let my matrimonial destinies 
alone for a week or two. Do ; and per- 
haps something better may offer elsewhere 
— a thousand or two more — ^to turn the 
scale, and free Miss Delvigne from prose- 
cution on my account' 

*Now, Fred, your sarcasm is all very 
fine; but I believe in your heart you 
would be right well pleased to be married 
to my interesting little ward to-morrow. 
Come, own the truth, and don't disdain 
my help I ' 
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Sir Frederic shook his head, laughed 
with recovered good humour at the old 
gentleman's sally, and saying, *Till to- 
morrow, then, good-by, ' walked out into 
the hall, whence the fidnt odour of a 
supreme cheroot was presently wafted. 

Old Mr. Foster took a pinch of snuff 
and smiled, filled another glass of port, 
which he drank slowly, with the utmost 
gusto, then, with a sigh of gastronomic 
satis&ction and virtuous content, threw 
his silk handkerchief over his bald head 
and settled himself to slumber. 



Neville sat gloomily alone, his papers 
pushed aside, his head on his hands, when 
Compton entered. He welcomed his 
friend warmly ; indeed, since his troubles 
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hifi manner had lost a good deal of the 
hard composure that formerly distin- 
guished it 

*Yon are a good feUow, Compton, to 
drop in upon my disconsolate solitude/ 

*Have a cheroot,' said the sympathiz- 
ing friend, *and tell me what you have 
done since/ 

• Well, nothing ! ' 

And Neville proceeded to narrate his 
fruitless expedition to the Waterloo Sta- 
tion, and the faint hopes he entertained of 
discovering the cab-driver who took poor 
Marie from it. 

* They will certainly find the man/ said 
Sir Frederic. * They always do find these 
people.' 

And their conversation flowed on in a 



& 



*LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP.' 17 

somewhat broken stream, on the proa and 
com of this unhappy subject. 

They were not talkative, yet it was a 
sort of comfort to Guy to have Oompton 
with himj and the young Baronet knew it 
was. 

An hour had nearly slipped away, when 
a cab was heard to stop and a sharp, yet 
indefinite double knock, was performed on 
the knocker. 

* That's some fellow uncertain of his 
position, but sure of his errand,' said Sir 
Frederic, and almost as he spoke the de- 
tective entered, without asking permission. 

* Well, Captain,' he said, * we have him ; 
not long about it, eh, sir ? ' 

*What! the cab-driver from Waterloo 
Station?.' 

VOfi. II. c 
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* He is below, sir, cab and all, ready to 
drive us to the house where he took the 
lady. He says he can't direct us, but he 
can take us there/ 

Neville had his hat on, while Pirn 
spoke, in silent readiness. 

'Hurrah!' cried the impetuous Baro- 
net. ' You're on the trail at last ! God 
speed you, old boy, all will go right 
now.' 

'I shall not hope or fear yet,' said 
Neville, with a deep sigh, * for if we are 
baffled here my resources at last are at 
an end.' 

'Well, sir, I think we have a fair 
course now; the people where she went 
will put us on her track. Come on, sir. 
It's over by Kennington way, and we had 
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better get there before dark. That little 
Irish warmint has a deal of ingenuity. 
Lord I what a man he'd make by-and-by 
for the Force ! Come along, sir.' 

Sir Frederic shook Neville's hand cor- 
dially, and accompanied him downstairs ; 
bid him God speed once more, and stood 
looking after the vehicle as it disap- 
peared; then remembering the last occa- 
sion when he looked after him, and its 
differing circumstances, he recalled the 
sudden gloom which then, in so unac- 
countable a manner, fell upon him. *I 
trust my present hopefulness will be 
equally prophetic,' he thought 

He lingered yet a moment undecidedly, 
then suddenly throwing away his cigar, 
said, half aloud. 
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* Yes, I ought, I must, lose no time in 
letting her know,' so walked quickly into 
the Strand, hailed a * Hansom,' and di- 
rected the driver to St. John's Wood. 



CHAPTER 11. 



Meantime Neville and Mr. Pirn sped 
away towards Kennington. The former 
had addressed no question to the driver ; 
an undefinable feeling held him back. 
Had he been alone with the man he might 
have cross-examined him, for, in truth, 
he longed to put a thousand queries, and 
to hear, perchance, what her lips had 
uttered, even through the medium of a 
cab-driver's repetition. 

What if they should find her where 
they were going; sad, lonely, almost 
penniless ! With what rapture he would 
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hold her to his heart ! How tenderly he 
would reproach her! How amply he 
would atone for the agony he had thought- 
lessly inflicted. But at the recollection of 
the dumb despair she had evinced — ^the 
stricken, agonized expression of those eyes 
— ^his heart, which had beaten so tumultu- 
ously at the idea of a possible speedy re- 
union, seemed for a moment to stand still. 
* Can I ever, ever repay her ? ' he asked him- 
self, 'ever atone for the evil I have inflicted?' 
' I suppose you are sure of your man ? ' 
he said, turning uneasily to his com- 
panion. 

* Eh ? Oh I of course. He remembers 
the lady well, he says, for she didn't 

rightly seem to know where she wanted 

to go to, and seemed strange-like, to him. 
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And her box had a London Bridge label 
on it — ^fipom Folkstone — ^that struck him, 
seeing as how he had taken her up at 
" Waterloo." ' 

* She didn't rightly seem to know where 
she wanted to go ! ' 

Those words appeared to burn into 
Neville's brain. His soft, bright, loving 
Marie cast off — without a friend, without 
a hope — ' not knowing where to go ! ' 

The drive seemed interminable, but at 
length they stopped to pay the toll at 
Kennington Gkite, and a few minutes 
after turned into a quiet, respectable little 
by-street. Here the pace slackened — grew 
slower still — and finally the driver pulled 
up, and turning, tapped at the front win- 
dow. Neville eagerly lowered it. 
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* This is the street ; I am sure enough 
about that, but the houses puzzle me. 
You see they are all alike, and I never 
noticed the number. There's one there, 
with a card in the window, that looks 
about it, but I see another lower down ; 
yet I think it was this first one that I 
stopped at.' 

*We will try,' said Neville, feeling 
his pulse increasing, and his mouth 
dry. 

He and the detective alighted. 

* Knock and speak,' he said to his com- 
panion ; * I can do nothing.' 

Mr. Pim nodded. 

The door was opened by a neat servant, 
and Mr. Pim had scarce uttered the words, 
' You have some rooms to let, I see,' when 
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she shouted in the direction of the kitchen 
stairs, 

'Missus, missus, two gents about the 
apartments I ' 

An invocation which was speedily 
answered by the apparition of a stout 
female in afternoon {i.e. full) toilette, and 
a condition of the highest respectability. 

* G<x)d-evening, mum,' said the detec- 
tive ; while Neville politely raised his hat. 
* May I ask what rooms you have ? ' 

' Only this parlour, sir, and a very nice 
bedroom upstairs. Afraid I cannot ac- 
commodate two.' 

* Will you let us have a look, mum ? ' 
'Certainly!' and the benign landlady 

threw open the door of a little parlour. 
' Pretty little room,' said the detective. 
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with an air of easy patronage. *Maiiy 
other inmates ? * 

' No, sir. One highly-respectable gent, 
as has been in the drawing-rooms nigh 
two years, and a young man in an oflBce, 
what you never hears nothink of — ^and — * 

' What ! ' cried Neville, unable to keep 
silence any longer, * No young lady ? No 
dark-haired, tall, slight young lady ? ' 

* Well, now. Captain,' the much endur- 
ing Mr. Pim was beginning in accents of 
remonstrance, when the respectable land- 
lady, interrupting in her turn, exclaimed, 

* No ; there's no such young lady here ; 
but I had one, as I was uncommon doubt- 
ful o^ about a fortnight ago, for a few 
days/ 

'Good God!' exclaimed Neville, *and 
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she is gone. Where, my good woman? 
Pray speak ! ' 

* That's just what I cannot tell, sir, 
but—' 

* Stop I' said Mr. Pim, 4et us make 
sure it is our bird. How and when did 
this lady come, ma'am ? There's a hand- 
some reward for whatever will lead to her 
discovery.' 

' Well, I did think there was something 
peculiar about her,' cried the now excited 
landlady, who went into a long storj^ 
describing the young lady's arrival, the 
warming of her own heart towards her — 
the kind attentions she had lavished on 
the weary stranger; the advice she had 
given her, and how the poor young crea- 
ture feared she could not get pupils, and 
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thought of gomg out as a milliner's dradge, 
or taking in plain work ; of the exhorta- 
tions of her' (Mrs. Jupp, such was her 
name) ' that she should write to her friends ; 
that she did write, but took the letter to 
the post herself, and stayed out very late 
that night, too, and went and took other 
apartments.' 

' Where, where ? ' ejaculated Neville. 

That was, unfortunately, just what Mrs. 
Jupp could not telL 

*Well, do you know where she came 
from, at least ? ' 

' She came from Southampton, with the 
intention, she said, of looking for pupils. 
She said she was a French lady.' 

*What was she like?' asked the de- 
tective. 
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*0h, tall and slight, with big, dark 
eyes, very pale and sad-looking, and 
spoke very low and sweet, not like an 
Englishwoman,' 

* It must be Marie,' said Neville, almost 
unconsciously. 

* Yes, sir — it was ; for the evening she 
wrote such a lot, and counted over her 
money. She tore up a lot of papers, 
and there was Mary, spelt rather queer, 
on one scrap as I picked up.' 

* And,' asked the detective, * what 
reason did she give for leaving your 
house ? ' 

' Well, you see, my rooms is rather first- 
class, and she said as how they was rather 
expensive. She wanted a bedroom only, but 
that was not at all in my line, so she left. 
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Mrs. Jupp paused abraptly, and Neville 
ground his teeth in silent agony at the 
picture of struggle and desolation thus 
conjured up. 

*Then you can give us no further 
trace?' he ejaculated, loth to relinquish 
this last hope, * Remember, I will give 
fifty pounds to whoever will supply 
such information as may lead to her 
discovery/ 

'Law, now, think of that!' returned 
the discomfited conscience-stricken Mrs. 
Jupp. * Let me ask the girl,' she 
added. 

And she called * Susan ' audibly enough 
down the stairs. 

* Susan,' she repeated, as that individual 
appeared, * you remember the lady as 
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come here from the Waterloo Station, 
about a fortnight past, and paid in ad- 
vance to be took in ? ' 

* Yes, 'm, I do,* said Susan. 

' Well, did you notice the cab she went 
off in ? ' 

' No, 'm. Don't you know as you were 
angry with me for helping her down with 
her box, and set me to clean the back 
kitchen, so she got a cab herself, 
and — ' 

* There — there — those girls do talk so 
fast I ' exclaimed Mrs. Jupp, eager to cut 
short these revelations. 

* Come away,' said Neville, with fierce 
impatience to his ally. * Don't you see 
they turned her out, and have lost all trace 
of her ? ^ and he walked away, deaf to the 
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eager explanations of ihe landlady, with 
whom Mr. Pirn lingered to exchange a 
few more words, and then followed his 
employer. 

They took their places once more in 
the cab. 

' Where to ? ' asked cabby. 

' Eh ? Back again, I suppose, sir,' said 
Pim, in a rather crestfallen tone. 

' Ay — ^back. We have played our last 
card,' returned Neville, in a strange, hard, 
bitter voice. 

* Well, it does look blue,' returned the 
detective, ' though — ' 

But Neville did not hear — at last — 
at last, hope failed him. He had had 
such a fearfully suggestive glimpse of his 
beloved one's present condition, subjected 
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to all the spurns that wait on poverty — 
the dangers — the diflBculties ! 

And she was alone — ^he had driven her 
to it; and now he could not atone, he 
could not find her. They were drifting 
farther and farther apart on the gloomy 
sea of life! Great God! what straits 
might she now be reduced to — what 
snares might not be closing round her, so 
young, so lovely, so deserted! 
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CHAPTER III 



We must now retrace the course of 
events with Marie, and go back to the 
agitated evening on which Neville and 
Sir Frederic had sought Miss Redoubt. 
It closed gloomily, with a thick, warm 
rain ; and the atmosphere seemed a ton 
or two heavier than usual. 

In a small back parlour, in one of the 
narrow streets leading from the main line 
near Kennington Grate, neatly and stiffly 
famished, sat Mrs. Guy Neville. Before 
her was a penny ink bottle, a few sheets 
of note paper, and a needle-like steel pen. 
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She had taken her whole fortune from 
her porte-mormaie^ and was counting it — 
seven gold sovereigns and a half, eight 
shillings, and a few hal^nce. 

She spread them out before her, and 
gazed upon them sadly. 

The night before, she had slept heavily 
— ^the dreamless sleep of exhaustion. The 
day had passed in a sort of agonized be- 
wilderment, and now she had roused her- 
self to think, and to do. 

To do what? A diflBcult question; 
but of a necessity, something. There lay 
her all, and she had nowhere to turn when 
it was exhausted. 

On reaching London the night before, 
she had decided on Kennington as tiie 
locality farthest from all she had hitherto 



36 *LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP.' 

known of London ; and after passing the 
toll-gate, shrinking from the noise and 
publicity of the main road, had directed 
the cab-driver to turn down the first 
quiet, shady-looking street she observed. 
Here a plentiful crop of 'Apartments to 
let' offered her a choice, and selecting 
one at random, she submitted to a very 
galling cross-examination before she could 
gain admittance, and did so at last only 
by paying a week's rent in advance. 

Here, the excitement and sense of 
wrong gradually subsiding, she would 
almost have hailed death as a deliverer 
from the appalling sense of desolation 
under which she was ready to sink. 

And now what to do ? First, she must 
get cheaper lodgings — these two miser- 
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able rooms cost her twenty-one shillings. 
A bedroom would be quite enough. 

She knew how difficult, even under 
favourable circumstances, it was to gain 
employment of any kind, and imder hers, 
what a task! She must spin out her 
little capital to the very utmost. Surely, 
in three months, she would either succeed 
or be no more. But seven pounds ! 
Could she pay rent and live upon it for 
thirteen weeks? Alas! even her mode- 
rate estimate showed the difficulty. 

What could she do? She could teach 
French and Italian well. She could draw 
cleverly, and was singularly expert with 
her little pretty fingers at all kinds of 
needlework ; but if there was an art in 
which she especially excelled, it was 
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mUlinery. In music, she thought her- 
self deficient To what should she turn ? 
Should she consult her landlady? Yes I 
though a more awful specimen of the 
genus can scarce be imagined ! 

She rang, and asked in her quiet, gentle 
tones, if Mrs. Jupp was disengaged, and 
if she could see her. 

Yes, Mrs. Jupp was disengaged, and 
at her young lodger's disposal. 

In truth, Marie's air of distinction, her 
sweet, winning manner, and sad, innocent 
face had roused the curiosity and almost 
the heart of the veteran Mrs. Jupp ; but 
this latter commodity had lain too long in 
a fossil state to show much vitality, and, 
indeed, had probably been bom dead. 
But Mrs. Jupp opined there was a 
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mystery in the wind — an aristocratic 
mystery too. Might not the elegant 
young lady in the back parlour have 
escaped from some tyrannical Earl of a 
father, and then what a halo would sur- 
round 17, Acacia Row! Mrs. Jupp had 
serious thoughts of venturing four shillings 
and sixpence on an advertisement, be- 
ginning * Supposed to have strayed from 
her friends/ Well would it have l)een 
had she done so ; but the ensuing 
conversation soon dispersed such airy 
visions. 

* Gk)od-evening,' said Marie, as Mrs. 
Jupp, in a substantial ' afternoon's ' dress, 
a stern cap with pink ribbons, a bow of 
hair over each temple, well secured by 
a band of black velvet, opened the door. 
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' Good-evenings miss,' returned the land- 
lady, and relapsed into watchful silence. 

Mrs. Jupp was stout, and short of 
breath ; indeed, respiration was a series 
of mild snores, and the bust of the brown 
Llama afternoon garment bore the aspect 
of an eccentrically-shaped pincushion, 
stuffed until the texture of the covering 
could hold no more. 

' Pray, sit down,' resumed Marie, some- 
what embarrassed how to begin. * I have 
troubled you to come to me, for I want a 
little advice in a matter which my igno- 
rance of your customs renders difficult' 

* She's a Lord's daughter, at the very 
least, and wants to pass herself as my 
servant gal, or summut like that,' thought 
Mrs. Jupp. 
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' I've a deal of experience, miss,' she 
returned, guardedly, 'having kept lodg- 
ings close on twenty years; and if that 
doesn't show you life, I don't know what 
does. I'll be happy to give you the best 
advice I can.' 

' Thank you,' said Marie. ' You see I 
am a total stranger here, having come 
over from France to endeavour to earn my 
own bread, either by teaching or needle- 
work, or — Do you think I should be likely 
to gain pupils in this neighbourhood ? ' 

' I'm sure I can't teU,' replied Mrs. 
Jupp, reluctant to relinquish her theory of 
the Earl's daughter. 

' My connection has always been very 
genteel ; I never had no lodgers but what 
was in an independent way of business.' 
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* I should much like to get a few pupils,' 
began poor Marie ; ' and I have thought 
of writing a card, and leaving it at the 
nearest library, or chemist's shop — places 
where people stop and talk, you know — or 
an advertisement ? Or, should you think 
I could get employment in any of those 
monstrous millinery establishments I passed 
in driving here from the Station ? I have 
a taste for millinery.' 

^ What Station ? ' asked Mrs. J. 

' Waterloo,' returned Marie, with an 
air of unmistakable truth. 

' She's come from Southampton,' 
thought Mrs. J., * and she knows too much 
to be a Lord's daughter ; that card dodge 
would never enter into one of their heads, 
I'll be bound. No, no; she's just a 
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foreign chit scrambling after what she can 
pick up/ 

' I am sure these sort of things is quite 
out of my line, miss,' said Mrs. Jupp, aloud. 
* I dare say you'd have a better chance at 
the millinery, if you have no recommenda- 
tions ; but what do I know about them ? ' 
she concluded, rather scornfully. 

Marie winced and coloured; she felt 
she had made a mistake in confiding to 
this cast-metal imitation of humanity. 

* One word more, and I will detain you 
no longer. Could you let me have a bed- 
room alone ? I find the rent of two rooms 
more than I can meet' 

* A bedroom only ! ' repeated Mrs. Jupp. 
' No, by no means ! My drawing-rooms 
is let this two years and more to a most 
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respectable party what dines in the City, 
and IVe just this room and your bed- 
room besides, and I could not break the 
set.' 

* Then,' said Marie — her heart sinking 
at the idea of being cast adrift from even 
this icy refuge — * I must leave you next 
Thursday.' 

* Well, I was thinking as much,' re- 
turned the landlady, with the easy fami- 
liarity with which the vulgar address 
those they consider inferiors. * There's 
lots of little places nearer town, and the 
shops as would suit you better — though a 
respectable residence is quite necessary if 
you take to teaching/ 

* 

' On Thursday, then ; and I need trouble 
you no further,' said poor Marie, sadly. 
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* Thursday, before noon ; if after that, 
you're liable for another week ; and you'll 
not mind my showing the apartments, 
though you are in them — not to lose 
time.' 

Without deigning to wait a reply, Mrs. 
Jupp sailed out of the room, and Marie 
was again alone. 

Alone — terribly alone. 

No 1 not she herself could express the 
terrible sense of desolation which wrapped 
her like an icy winding-sheet. It numbed 
and stupefied her. 

What should she do ? Should she write 
to her old French aunt, who had been her 
only friend since her father's death, and 
tell her she had changed her employment? 
or should she keep silence ? 
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The old lady had never shown her 
mnch affection ; indeed, she looked on her 
as a lost sheep, because Marie had always 
held to Protestantism. 

Still Guy might through this relative 
gain some clue to her; if he took the 
trouble of seeking. Ah! would he care 
for, and wish her back? Down in the 
secret depths of her heart she hoped he 
would; and also in those secret depths 
she hid a sort of unacknowledged, unde- 
fined hope, that in thus letting this remote 
clue escape her, she held by a slender 
thread — ^yet still a thread — to the deli- 
cious but momentary past 

She wrote guardedly, and without an 
address, merely informing her aunt that 
she had changed her abode and employers 
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— that she was well, and would write 
soon again when she was more settled; 
but that she was at present in excellent 
health and spirits. 

When this was accomplished, it was 
still but seven o'clock ; and, prompted by 
the restlessness of misery, she determined 
herself to seek her way to the post. 
Rolling herself in a large shawl, she made 
a few inquiries of the servant, and soon 
discovered the required locality — too 
soon. 

She could not return yet, so she strolled 
till she lost her way, and at last found 
herself beside a large white-washed build- 
ing, the windows of which showed a 
strong light within, and from the open 
doors of which came forth a strong, deep 
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tide of human voices, intoning with tole- 
rable accuracy the well-known hymn — 

' There is a Land of pure delight.* 

An impulse to enter, and taste even the 
vague companionship of a multitude of 
strangers — even the shadowy sympathy 
of common prayer — seized her. The 
seats were full, and many stood in the 
aisles. The warm atmosphere and volume 
of sound, the nameless, hushed excitement, 
drew her for a moment from herself. By 
degrees the gradual movement of those 
behind her pressed Marie forward ; and 
when the hymn ceased, she was beside a 
small pew, occupied by a large woman, 
three little girls from five to ten, and a 
rough-looking, sandy-haired boy of twelve, 
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with a red comforter round his throat, who 
was always trying to choke down a cough. 
Marie had stood a few seconds by the 
door, when the large woman suddenly 
turned a broad, kindly, and surprisingly- 
youthful £Btce towards her. She imme- 
diately stretched a stout arm across her 
little flock, thereby disarranging their bats 
considerably, and signed to the rough boy 
to open the door — ^indicating with a polite 
smile to Marie, that she might enter. The 
boy stepped out to accommodate her en- 
trance, and she found herself next a blue- 
eyed, flaxen-haired mite, who looked up, 
half-smiling, half-awed, in her &ce. 



VOL. n. B 



CHAPTER IV. 



A TALL, quaint man, with wild-looking 
hair, who had mounted the pulpit, up- 
raised a bony hand, and now the con- 
gregation bent in prayer ; it was a long, 
rambling oration, telling a great deal 
about sin and temptation and the devil, 
but asking Tor nothing intelligbly; and 
Marie's attention began to wander back to 

her own troubles. 

Then they sang another hymn — o, sweet 

old tune, ' Rock of Ages ' — ^which affected 

poor Marie inexpressibly. 

Then the sermon began — o, quaint and 
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stirring discourse, which riveted our 
heroine's attention ; and in the preacher's 
eloquent description of how to win the 
entrance of that world ' where all sighing 
and sorrow is at end,' and all ' tears wiped 
from off all faces,' she forgot the crowd — 
all — save the blessed picture, till she was 
roused from the vision by the flaxen-head 
fidling against her in more than the heavi- 
ness of sleep. 

Marie looked down, the pretty little 
round fiice was deadly pale. She fe]t one 
of the small ungloved and not very clean 
hands, it was icy cold. She leant across, 
and whispered to the fiit woman — 

' I fear your little girl is not well — as 1 
am next the door, I will lift her out.' 

' Oh, dear ! goodness gracious ! ' whis- 
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pered the mother, eagerly, * whatever are 
we to do ? ' (She said * hever/) 

Bat Marie made no reply^ except to 
lift the unconscioos child, an effort almost 
too mnch for her strength; and rousing 
the rough-headed boy from an aneasiy 
slumber, she carried her little burden to 
the door, where she was speedily followed 
by the frightened mother and the other 
children, while an attendant of the chapel 
brought them a glass of water. 

* I never saw her like this before,' said 
the alarmed mother, ^ tiiough she is a de- 
licate little creature. Agnes, my pet, 
speak to mamma.' 

^Do not be too much alarmed^' said 
Marie, quietly, * I have seen children over- 
come by the heat and exhausted atmo- 
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sphere of a crowd, very readily ; ' and she 
tenderly removed the child's hat, and 
bathed her brow with water. 

Soon the little girl opened her large 
blue eyes, and smiled at the mother, 
then patting her hand to her head, said, 
feintly — 

'Albert, you naughty boy; you've 
been throwing water on my head/ 

'Never mind,' said Marie, kissing her, 
' well soon make it nice and dry,' and she 
began wiping it with her handkerchief. 

' Oh I ' cried the mother, the tears in 
her eyes, ' you're quite well now, Agnes 
dear — you must not turn like that 
again.' 

' Don't frighten her,' whispered Marie ; 
' let her forget she was faint.' 
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*Well, and I'm sure'm, I'm for ever 
obliged to you for your kindness and help. 
If you'd been the child's mother, you 
couldn't have treated her gentler,' ex- 
claimed the fat lady, heartily. *I hope 
youll let me know who I am so much 
indebted to ! And now, how to get the 
poor thing home ! it's a good step, and 
we're out of the onmibus line.' 

* A cab,' suggested Marie. 

* Oh, no ! ' exclaimed her new friend, 
eagerly, * I never enter a cab. It's that 
way half the diseases are caught — they 
take all sorts of subjects to hospitals, and 
you don't know what — no, well just get 
along quietly ; Albert will help to carry 
his sister, and — ' 

*If my accompanying you will be of 
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use/ began Marie, glad to find any dis- 
traction to her thoughts.' 

* H'oh I you're quite too good ; I could 
not think of troubling you — really, you 
are good.' 

* I am glad to be of any use— let me go 
with, and help you,' returned Marie; 
* your little girl seems content with me — 
I will carry her a little while— shall I, 
Agnes?' 

* Yes, please,' said Agnes, with a sigh 
of content, and laying her head on Marie's 
shoulder. 

* Well, now, that is surprising ! I never 
see Agnes take to a stranger before.' 

The fat lady gathered her flock about 
her, and hoisted a cotton umbrella over 
the head of the invalid — for there was still 
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A slight drizzle — and the party, taming to 
the left (the opposite direction from which 
Marie had approached), proceeded down a 
long, dark road^ which seemed intermina- 
ble to Marie, though her little burden was 
not now quite so heavy as when uncon- 
scious. At length she was obliged to 
stop. 

*Let me walk now,' said the child, 
* and hold the lady's hand — why shouldn't 
Iwalk?' 

*We might let her, I think,' said her 
mother, appealing to Marie. 

To which Marie agreed. 

* As we are so far, 'm, I hope you'll stop 
and take a bit of supper, 'm,' continued 
Marie's new acquaintance. 

^ I do feel so much obliged, and I should 
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like my husband, who is very partial to 
the child, to thank you/ 

^ Well, mamma/ cried the eldest girl, a 
keen, hatchet-fitced, dark-eyed imp, *you 
see, if Jemimar ain't out, that's all I and 
you'll not be able to get no supper, I tell 
you I She always is out when we go to 
chapeL' 

* Hold your tongue, Augusta Jane ! ' 
said the mother, placidly. *Yes, 'm, I 
should feel obliged if you'd join us in our 
evening meal. Mr. Bushel (my name's 
Bushel) would be so happy/ 

*You are very good,' said Marie, *I 
will accompany you home ; perhaps,' she 
thought, ' I might get these little girls for 
pupils/ 

* We are living in a very humble way 
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at present,' continued Mrs. Bushel. ' My 
husband has not been fortunate, though 
he is of a good old county femily in De- 
vonshire, and I am not able to bring up 
my children in the way I should like — 
as I was brought up by my late Pa, who 
was well known in the City — but when 
we cannot control circumstances, we had 
best bow to them, especially when we 
know they are sent to make us sit loose 
to earthly things. Nevertheless, there are 
certain habits of life I can never relin- 
quish : and I trust our home, though hum- 
ble, is genteel.' 

And, regardless of reply, the fat lady 
plunged into a long personal history of 
the elegancies of her earlier days — the 
distinguished friends of her late Pa — his 
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unmerited misfortunes — the various mjs- 
terious enemies of her husband — a man of 
the highest refinement, who played on the 
flute. 

* Because, you see, 'm, if his eldest se- 
cond cousin was to die, there would only 
be an old gentleman of seventy, and a 
baby eighteen months old, between him 
and a splendid estate in North Devon ; 
but they are such a proud lot, they never 
forgive him for marrying me — though, 
after all, if they come to that, my poor 
mother's great -aunt was presented to 
George the Third, and I've a minia- 
ture of her in powder; and the furni- 
ture we now have, plain but substan- 
tial, was bought with my money. Law, 
bless me! don't you go lift that heavy 
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child again. Come to mamma, Agnes, 
dearie/ 

So she ran on, branching off into inex- 
tricable details, resulting in nothing parti- 
cular, but intended to enlighten Marie as 
to all particulars of her history. 

Marie scarce heard, but took a quiet 
glance at the toumure of the party. 

Mrs. Bushel was a stout young woman 
with a kindly, honest &ce, fair hair, and a 
double chin, and mountainous shoulders; 
she was attired in a light dress of some 
grey material, with very fall flounces 
striped with broad blue bands, a black 
silk cloak of fashionable shape, but show- 
ing by many a half-obliterated streak and 
slimy mark where former seams and plaits 
had lain ; her bonnet touched the parting 
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between the back and £ront hair, where a 
wreath of tumbled flowers were crushed 
under the narrow leaf (it was the era of 
small bonnets). 

The children were equally character- 
istic — ^they all had tight, long, coloured 
stockings, and boots, more or less worn, 
and ill-&fitened hair nets, and hats, with 
mangy feathers, flounced frocks, the 
flounces a good deal ripped ; still the two 
younger did not look absolutely common, 
they were naturally genteel. But the 
boy was hopeless, a sort of figure you 
see playing hop-scotch in the street with 
the news boy, and the doctor's boy, &c. 

Before Marie had well concluded her 
observations, they paused at the gate of 
a small house in a small row, with small 
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gardens, and Marie read on a large zinc 
plate, which nearly swallowed up the gate, 
^ E. Bushel, Gas Inspector and Collector, 
Coal Agent, &c/ 

Here, after ringing for some time, a 
slatternly girl opened the door, over 
which, by the light of a small gas jet, 
Marie perceived a white card indicating 
lodgings to let. She felt a sort of dreary 
comfort in this. 

The fat lady was a slattern, the 
children were slatternly, the air of a 
daily and hourly scramble hung about 
the whole concern, yet the people were 
evidently kindly and respectable. Here, 
surely, she might find shelter at a mode- 
rate rate. 

It was getting late, and she was anxious 
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to return, yet she would not lose this 
chance, so she waited patiently while Mrs. 
Bushel bustled into a tiny front parlour 
and lit the gas, entreated her new friend 
to remove her bonnet, turned a deaf ear 
to Marie's observations that she could not 
possibly remain, and despatched Albert 
for some beer, and Augusta Jane to tell 
Jemmimar to bring up the bread and 
cheese. 

Here Mr. Bushel made his appearance 
— a tall, seedy, helpless-looking man, with 
a tolerably good face, and an innocent 
expression, long, lanky legs, terminating 
in large carpet slippers of remote an- 
tiquity. 

He brought with him a faint, stale 
odour of smoke, and was very quiet and 
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civil To him Mrs. Bushel volably de- 
tailed the sadden seizure of little Agnes 
(who speedily nestled on her other's 
knee), and described, glowingly, the kind- 
ness of the young lady, &c. 

^I do not think anyone could have 
done less for the pretty child,' said 
Marie. ^And now, if you will excuse 
my leaving you abruptly, I must do 
so, as I wish to return to my present 
lodgings.' 

She paused. 

*I see,' she resumed, *a card in your 
window. May I ask if you let any part 
of your house ? ' 

An eager rejoinder that the drawing- 
room floor was vacant and at her service, 
was Mrs. Bushel's reply. 
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Whereupon, Marie, in a few words, 
explained that she had come to England 
to seek employment, and coold not afford 
luxurious quarters — ^that she was a total 
stranger, and unable to offer any refer- 
ences; but that if, under these ch*cum- 
stances they would let her engage a bed- 
room, she would be happy to do so. 

With very little hesitation this was 
agreed to ; and Marie, before many 
minutes were over, had inspected and 
taken a small back bedroom at the large 
sum of seven shillings per week. Here 
she agreed to move on the following 
Monday. 

^ I used to give lessons in France,' she 
ooncluded, after arranging with Mrs. 
Bushel *But here I must get more 

VOL. II. F 
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immediate employment; at least, antil I 
can make some friends; and I think of 
endeavouring to do needlework. I, too, 
have seen vicissitudes, my dear madam I ' 

* Dear, dear ! to think of that ! ' cried 
Mrs. Bushel. 

At the word lesson, she had glanced 
at her three little girls, who, from baby- 
hood, shared the family councils. 

* Well, anyone can see you're a lady, 
at any rate ; but dear, dear ! you'll do 
nothing at the needle. We'll see what 
we can do when you come here — and now, 
what name ? ' 

This puzzled Marie for a moment. She 
felt instinctively that she must not give 
her own name, and she was unprepared 
with another ; but she speedily recovered. 
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and recalling at random some of her 

father's few relations, said, calmly, 

^ ' Madlle. Thibaut, No. — , Acacia Row.' 

* Oh I ' replied Mrs. Bushel, * a French 
lady I I thought you did not speak 
English quite like us,' and she smiled 
graciously. 

The bare notion of her children having 
lessons from a real live French woman, 
fresh, perhaps, from Paris, raised Mrs. 
Bushel at once to a pinnacle of gentility 
she had scarce ever hoped to reach. 

Marie begged a cab might be called, as 
she feared to return so late alone ; and as 
Mrs. Bushel did not now suggest any fear- 
ful' results from the indulgence of that ex- 
travagance, she took her leave. 

*Well,* said Mr. Bushel, stroking the 
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head of his little Agnes, * I don't know, 
but it's not very prndent Eh ! ' 

* Law ! Bushel, you never have no fiiith 
or enterprise ; she's a lady, and a sweet 
creature, and she shall teach these dear 
lambs French, and perhaps music' 



CHAPTER V. 



And Marie knelt in agonized yet thank- 
ful supplication. 

*If I can but maintain myself awhile 
honestly, perhaps Q-uy will seek me out ! 
Oh ! Guy, Guy ! why did you speak so 
craeUy, and yet you did love me ? The 
greed for my supposed fortune could not 
have given your eyes such a light — your 
tones so much tenderness.' 

After striving to fix some plan for the 
morrow, and struggling with the bitter 
memories, the sad anticipations which 
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crowded on her, she wept herself to sleep 

— the beloved name still on her lips. 

* * • ♦ 

The morrow broke bright and clear — 
so bright that Marie felt fearful every 
one would recognize and brand her as a 
nmaway wife ; for to aggravate her suffer- 
ings, doubts would every now and then 
cross her, whether in acting on the wild 
impulse of wounded feeling she had done 
right. She knew she had not deceived 
(Captain Neville. Ought she to have 
stayed by him, and lived down his sus- 
picions; now could her wild scheme of 
disappearing for ever enable him to marrj^ ; 
or would it not inflict fresh injury upon 
him ? But then how could she remain to 
eat the bread of a man who loathed her as 
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the source of his ruin? Banished from 
his path, he might think of her with 
tenderness and regret, and this alone was 
Vfortii agonies to secure ; present with him, 
he would view her with impatience and 
disgust, or at best with forced endurance, 
and to this death was incomparably 
preferable ! 

Who can say that she was not right ? 
Our hero was but an average man, and 
average men are not often gifted with the 
generosity that can forgive an injury to 
dear self, however unconsciously com- 
mitted, especially when the inflictor is 
within sight. 

Separation — especially if that separation 
involves the loss of something not other- 
wise attainable, may restore tenderness. 
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Marie erred, no doubt, erred in judgment, 
common sense, even principle, in leaving 
her husband ; but, had she remained, it is 
not pleasant to think what might have 
beeh her lot even with a man who is sup- 
posed to have more reason, more self- 
control, more breadth of character than 
women possess; even with a gentleman 
supposed by birth and profession to be 
imbued with the exalted sentiment called 
chivalry ! 

Better, far, reader! in such a di- 
lemma, be cast on the native generosity of 
a woman humble in origin, lowly in nur- 
ture, than upon the reason, self-control, 
and chivalry of any * average gentle- 
man I ' 

^ I must act, not dream,' thought poor 
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Marie, as she went through the form of 
swallowing a cup of tea and a morsel of 
bread. She felt strangely averse to re- 
sume her old occupation of teaching — first, 
it would recall such bitter remembrances 
— secondly, she felt too changed by 
trouble to do it properly. Some little 
variety of employment she craved for; 
so, after informing her landlady that she 
had taken other lodgings, and dressing her- 
self in the most workwomanlike-way she 
could devise, she sallied forth — first, to 
find her way to her new friends, and from 
that to proceed, after taking counsel with 
Mrs. Bushel, to some of the great millinery 
dep6ts she had noticed. 

Mrs. Bushel, who had been giving 
Marie's future room a * regular turn-out,' 
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received her most graciously ; a handker- 
chief tied over her head, and a carpet- 
broom in her hand. 

^ I thought I'd just make all right at 
once, and then you can come in when you 
like. You'll excuse my appearance, but 
inexperienced servants require to be per- 
sonally looked after,' said Mrs. Bushel, in 
*one of her frequent bursts of gentility. 

Marie got the names of two large em- 
poriums of Millinery for the Million, and 
one or two general shops, the directions 
to which she wrote down carefully, and 
proceeded to the farthest first — intending 
to work her way slowly back. 

It was a weary walk, yet she felt little 
or none of the depression which a search 
for employment would have thrown over 
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a girl with less practical experience of 
life. She had been educated to earn her 
bread, and to earn that bread honestly; 
to give full value for the money received, 
never suggested any idea of degradation. 
She was, in the highest sense, a gentle- 
woman, and a refined one. Nevertheless 
lier whole life was a totally diflferent grade 
from her husband's. She could not im- 
agine the repugnance with which he would 
have regarded her proceedings — the degra- 
dation he would have considered such an 
occupation ! She was dimly conscious 
that aristocrats disdained to soU their 
hands; but she did not realize it as an 
absolute foct No work, in her estima- 
tion, left so indelible a stain upon the 
hand as the gold bestowed which might be 
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earned: besides, as the rod of Aaron 
swallowed up those of the magicians, so 
the terrible blow which had fallen on her 
hashed all minor sorrows. 

Her first two applications were at once 
rejected — not rudely, people are not 
gratuitously rude, especially men, to wo- 
men with soft voices — ^for Marie's carefully- 
arranged veil left but a shadowy glimpse 
of her fece. The third was at a general 
shop, not on a very large scale. Here she 
had a rather lengthened interview with a 
tall, thin, mechanical female, who cross- 
examined her closely ; but when she found 
she was French, and had studied millinery 
in Paris, she seemed better disposed to- 
wards the applicant. 

* You had better leave me your address, 
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&Qd if we require an additional hand 111 
send for yon. I can say no more at pre- 
sent* 

Marie accordingly wrote down her 
adopted name and new address, and went 
on to the last place on her list with rather 
a sinking heart What if she could get 
no employment ! What was to become of 
her ? Return to France with the disastrous 
story to her old aunt, whose very first act 
(she felt, rather than thought) would be to 
enforce her claims, if she had any, upon 
her husband? She unconsciously quick- 
ened her pace, and eagerly inquired the 

nearest way to Wire and Netall's empo- 
rium of millinery. 

It was a monster establishment — ^three 
or four shops in one — ^with vast windows, 
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gay with bonnets, caps, and hats of everj'^ 
hue, ticketed with fabulously low prices. 
Crowds of women and children lounged out- 
side, making imaginary choice, while within 
crowds of women of every grade and age — 
from the well-dressed lady, whose broug- 
ham awaited her, and who hoped her fifteen- 
shilling piece of finery would pass for a 
Bond Street article at * two ten,' to poor 
Sarah Jane, the raaid-of-all-work, expend- 
ing her month's wages to captivate the 
baker's young man — almost bewildered 
the experienced young ladies, and ran the 
little cashiers nearly oflF their legs. 

Indifferent though she was, Marie almost 
shrank from the din and tumult. Never- 
theless she penetrated the arena, and was 
immediately addressed by the only indivi- 
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dual apparently at leisure in the crowd, a 
well-dressed and almost &shionable man, 
with a white tie, who asked, with a fasci- 
nating smile, ' And w hat can we do for 
you, 'm/ 

Marie remembered the eflfect which her 
French origin had before produced. With 
a pardonable ruse she spoke rather bro- 
kenly, and preferred her request for em- 
ployment with more of foreign gesture 
than natural to her. 

* Oh ! you are a French lady, I pre- 
sume,' said her interrogator; *have the 
goodness to step this way ; ' and he opened 
a door covered by a large looking-glass, 
which admitted them from the splendours 
of the showroom to the darkest, meanest, 
dirtiest of little staircases. 
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At the top of this, in a box rather than 
a room, was another man, not so fresh in 
attire, with a meagre, hunted, anxious 
look, but cool and quiet in manner; he 
was surrounded by piles of millinery 
boxes, and piles of papers, files of papers, 
oceans of papers ; and was dictating some- 
thing to a yellow-looking boy, crammed in 
between a whitened window and a rugged 
desk. 

* New hand, Mr. Frump,' said Marie's 
conductor. 

* Oh ! ' said Mr. Frump. * Been in any 
English house of business ? ' 

Marie stated she had studied millinery 
in Paris, and was quite a stranger, there- 
fore without references. 

* Awkward, rather, is it not ? ' replied 
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Mr. Frump; and after a short whisper 
with the gentleman in the white tie, 
Marie was taken upstairs to a large, low, 
woi'kroom, crowded with pale, painty- 
looking girls; and having gone through 
a cross-examination by a severe-looking 
woman, fashionably dressed in black, was 
informed she might come on trial for a 
week without pay, and after, if she suited, 
would receive six shillings per week and 
her dinner, for which she was to work 
from nine to eight. 

Some material was then given to her, 
and with a short break, about two o'clock, 
when she went, with the second batch of 
workers, to dinner, she sat till seven. 
By that time she had finished two caps, 
which were favourably received by the 
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forewoman, who merely observed she 
must be quicker in future, as time was 

money. 

*/ 

The dinner, though of good and whole- 
some food, was not very appetizing by the 
time the second relay reached the table, 
nevertheless Marie was thankful. Here 
was the bare means of subsistence, at 
any rate. 

' Easier work and better grub than at 
the grand West End establishments,' as 
one experienced worker whispered. 

'If I am to go so early to-morrow 
morning,' thought Marie, 'would it not 
be better to settle myself at Mrs. Bushel's 
to-night ? ' 

She therefore determined to call there 
first, and acquaint her new landlady with 
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ler intention. Very weary and dizzy, 
yet upheld by the hope of self-support, 
she struggled on. She must sustain the 
life which God had given her, though it 
held out little prospect of a cheering 
nature. 

Mrs. Bushel was as gracious as usual, 
and rather more genteel. She was very 
glad to find Marie had so far succeeded, 
and perfectly ready to receive her at 
once. 

*I think you have brought me luck, 
my dear,' she said ; * we've let the draw- 
ing-rooms to such a nice young man, from 
the City. To breakfast and tea here ; mc 
providing, and two-and-twenty a week ! 
I only wish you had a genteeler engagf^- 
ment. But we must try and get you 
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some pupils. Have some tea before you 
go on.' 

*Not till I return, thank you,' said 
Marie, fearful of resting till all was ac- 
complished. 

She therefore toiled on to Acacia Row, 
and in spite of Mrs. Jupp's exclamations 
and contemptuous surprise, insisted on 
settling all extra charges, the amount of 
which rather surprised her. At last, 
however, all was arranged. Mrs. Jupp 
disdained to make any inquiries; and 
after helping the servant to take down 
her box, Marie went herself to call a 
cab. 



CHAPTER YI. 



Marie had been now four or five days at 
her new employment, and felt as though 
an equal number of years intervened be- 
tween her past and present, so wide and 
impassable seemed the gulf that separated 
her from Guy and the flash of momentarj^ 
happiness connected with him. 

As she settled into her routine, and 
morning and evening brought no romantic 
discovery — such as she dimly, uncon- 
sciously, hoped for — she seemed to drift 
ferther and farther into oblivion, and a 
heavy gloom weighed her down, lending 
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a sad, pained, longing look to her sweet, 
dark eyes, and inexpressible moumfiilness 
to the smile with which she strove to 
speak to Mrs. Bushel's children. She felt 
herself quickly becoming a mere working 
machine, toiling for the daily bread, so 
tasteless and unpalatable, unseasoned as it 
was by the salt of hope. 

The minor discomforts of Mrs. Bushel's 
scrambling establishment were swallowed 
up in her constant sense of griefs, and so 
the hours rolled on. 

* Your tea is all ready for you, my 
dear,' said her kindly, untidy landlady, 
one evening, towards the close of her first 
week, as Marie entered. * Just let me 
come in and speak to you a bit, while you 
take it. You're very late.' 
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* Come in, pray,' said Marie, aseendiiiK 
rapidly, aud opening her door. 

Mi's, Bushel panted after, and threw 
herself into the firet chair. 

* Now, you see, 1 only want yes or no. 
Don't you think 1 want to over-pei*suade 
you ; but I thought it might be a mutual 
benej&t,' began Mrs. Bushel, as Marie 
removed her bonnet. 

* Yes,' she replied, interrogatively. 

* Well, we've had a ratlier advantageous 
offer fix)m the young gent in the drawing- 
ix)oms, to accommodate a chum of his, if 
we could make out another beih'oom ; so 
I thought I'd make you a propasal U> 
change your room for one in the next floor 
to the front — a nice little place — not 
quite so large as this' — looking round as 
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though she surveyed an area of vast ex- 
tent — * but a more cheerftd look-out, and 
a nice iron bedstead. Then, if you have 
no objection to give my little girls a 
French lesson every evening — say an 
hour— I shall consider the rent of mj' 
room paid. You see it will be a mutual 
advantage.' 

' Thank you ! ' said Marie. * I should 
like to see the room.' 

* yes, by all means ! ' replied her 

hostess, bouncing up ; * and then I'll tell 
Mr. Tucker, to-morrow, when I know your 
answer.' 

The room was undoubtedly small, and 
the cheerful look-out existed rather in 
Mrs. B.'s imagination. Nevertheless, 
Marie was pleased to make her rent so 
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cheaply, as she considered it, for she had 
become interested in little Agnes, who, as 
well as the other children, always showed 
a strong partiality to her ; and she now 
wished for some distraction to the mind, 
for while her fingers were so busily em- 
ployed all day, her poor aching heart 
would wander, and* act over and over 
again the brief episode of love and joy 
which had flashed into her lifc^nlv to 

m 

make its after-desolation more dark and 
drear)'. 

The general public of the workroom 
little thought what wearj^ metaphysics of 
feeling revolved behind that pale brow, 
and lent such dreamy tenderness to the 
large, soft eyes, which yet were always 
kind. 
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Instinctively, the gentle, uncomplaining 
girl won a certain respect, unconsciously 
drawn forth, perhaps unconsciously given. 
But in her new task of instruction, Marie 
found some relief, even though partly 
caused by vexation. 

With much difficulty, she (*.ollected a 
few old French books, but the Herculean 
task of getting the children t(^ether, of 
preserving the quiet necessary for instruc- 
tion in the general sitting-room, of sup- 
pressing the long harangues of Mrs. 
Bushel, meant to enforce order and at- 
tention, almost exceeded her powers at 
first. Gradually, she acquired a little 
habitual authority, however ; and, as Mrs. 
Bushel about this time, with much exul- 
tation, accepted the post of district visitor. 
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fiw: which, she informed Marie, her worthy 
pastor, the Rev. Josiah Grumbletoii, a)n- 
sidered her especially fitted, the even- 
ings, which she generally devoted to dis- 
tributing weak tracts to strong men, and 
preaching looseness to the world, to their 
poor draggle-tailed wives, whose highest 
conception of existence waa meat every 
day, and a new dress for Sundays, were 
therefore less disturbed; and at the end 
of a week, Marie began to hope that 
by-and-by she might possibly see her 
little riotous pupils attentive and im- 
proving. 

A few days after this, hope began to 
dawn. Mrs. Bushel was unusually late 
in her return. Marie remained on with 
the children, for Jemima, seeing her 
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mistress had left no particular orders 
about anything, concluded there was no 
necessity for her to remain at home. 
And the seedy papa^ finding no supper 
or society, had rummaged out a * screw ' 
of tobacco, and gone to see what news 
was stirring in the Mechanics* Institu- 
tion. 

Mrs. Bushel's ring was speedily fol- 
lowed by her appearance, bearing a 
pleased and somewhat preoccupied ex- 
pression. 

' Well, it's half-past nine, I do declare. 
I'm sure, mademoiselle, I am greatly 
obliged to you for staying on with these 
troublesome children. What a good-for- 
nothing girl that Jemima is to go oflF, and 
me out ! I declare, servants are a bad set, 
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and if you change, you must go from bad 
to worse, or I would pack her off to- 
morrow. But, you see, our good Pastor 
asked me, when I met him there in Little 
Philpot Lane — ^and oh! dear, there's an 
old laundress there that is just the most 
wonderful example of grace you ever 
heard of. She was intoxicated fre- 
quently, and used the most 'orrid lan- 
guage; but since I took up the district, 
she has been very poorly, and read three 
tracts — " Where are you going ? " " What 
are you doing ? " and " Stop ! " It's a 
serums of tracts most striking, and now 
she only takes tea and mutton broth, and 
says she's a bmnd plucked from the 
burning, poor thing! She has a dread- 
ful red face, certainly — and! what was 
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I saying ? — oh ! yes, I met the Rev. Mr. 
Grumbleton at the end of her lane. He 
just asked me to step in to a committee of 
ladies (I forgot to say the doctor has 
ordered her three glasses of gin arday, 
to keep up the system, so that, you know, 
helps to make her face red). Well, a 
committee of ladies about this treat to 
the Ragged School next Wednesday — 
and really, when he is so good as to 
consider my opinion of consequence, 1 
do not like to refuse' (with an air of 
modest consequence) ; ' so I went, and we 
settled it all beautiful. They are to have 
tea and buns, and several eminent gentle- 
men will address the meeting ; each lady 
is to provide and pour out tea, and 
buns, for twenty children — they are each 



*LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP.' 95 

to liave two penny buns, that's — let me 
see — one-and-eightpenee and three-and- 
fourpence ; and I suppose it will take 
a quarter of tea — eh, mademoiselle? Tt 
ought'ned to be too strong, you know, for 
children.' 

' I'll help to pour out the tea. Oh, do 
let me. And do let me have a new hat, 
?Dy hat's shocking bad.' 

' Yes ' — ' And me ! ' — * and me ! ' cho- 
rused the others. 

* Oh ; don't tease, my dears ! ' returned 

Mrs. Bushel. 'You must come, too, 
mademoiselle. It will be quite a treat, 

elegant speaking, and a good work, too, 

— elevating to the soul — ^if you can get 

away in time.' 

* I thank you,' said Marie, vaguely. 
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* 1 suppose we shall have the same clergy- 
man who preached at your chapel the first 
Sunday I was there ? ' 

' yes ! You mean Mr. Probemwell. 
1 think hell be sure to speak, and he is 
most imposing. Well, I hope you had 
good girls to-night ! ' 



CHAPTER VIL 

When the important Wednesday arrived, 
Marie felt idly inclined to accompany her 
landlady — she felt a sort of refuge too, 
poor girl, in topics which described the 
rest, the joy, the love of another life — she 
had not naturally much of that morbid, 
religious feeling, which some excellent 
persons prize as a high tone of spirit- 
ludity ; and though fondly and earnestly 
looking to a future life, was more disposed 
to find religion in the performance of pre- 
sent duties, than in vague speculations as 
to future reward and punishment. But 
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now! weighed as she had been in the 
balance of worldly estimation, and found 
so terribly wanting, where conld she turn 
for sympathy, save to that Great Reader 
of the human heart, who alone can mea- 
sure its strength and weakness, and alone 
can judge how much of pure ore and base 
alloy enters into its actuating motives, 

when its efforts seem noblest, or its abase- 
ment deepest ? 

Religious addresses, sermons, prayers, 
were a relief to Marie in her present state 
of mind ; and, at all events, some ten- 
dency she could not quite account for, 
had ahe tried, inclined her to accompany 
her energetic hostess to the meeting. 

By taking an omnibus, she contrived to 
reach 25, Tivoli Gardens, Mrs. Bushel's 
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I 

residence, in tolerable time, and fonnd the 
hoosehold in an nproar. 

* What do you think, my dear ? there's 
that tiresome Tucker and Mr. Qaussin — of 
all days in the year — ^they have brought 
a young friend home to tea, and a rump- 
steak, and, of course, how could I attend 
to it — ^what with putting up the tea and 
sugar, and getting the children ready — 
and that girl Jemima is so vexed, because 
she made sure of going out, that she's 
gone and burnt it to a cinder — not that 
she can cook much at the best of times— 
but she can do a steak — and Tucker has 
been swearing awftd. I think I had 
better send him a tract. But come what 
will, I can't disappoint Mr. Grumbleton, 
when he counts upon me.' 
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After some farther scrambling and 
hurrying, the party got under weigh — 
Marie leading little Agnes. 

The tearmeeting was held in the school- 
room of the chapel where Marie had firdt 
met the Bushel &mily, and was crowded 
to overflowing when they entered, and 
hot and unpleasant to no slight degree. 

At the upper end was a sort of tempo- 
rary dais or stage, which, at the commence- 
ment of the proceedings, contained only 
empty chairs. 

^ This way, mum,' said one of the chapel 
pew-openers to Mrs. Bushel, as panting 
and heated, her arm aching with th^ 
weight it sustained in the shape of a huge 
basket of buns, &c., fiissed into the crowd, 
and with her party she was ushered to an 
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important and prominent table at the 
npper end of the room, near the platform, 
a tribute to her worth and gentility, 
which greatly delighted the excellent ma- 
tron ; her broad &ce beamed with satis* 
faction, as it also shone from other causes, 
as she took her place and gathered her 
flock around her. 

' Sit opposite to me, my dear,' she said 
to Marie, ^ and you will see beautiful ! — 
and there's nothing like seeing, as well as 
hearing. Augusta Jane, go, there's a 
good girl, and see if you can get some hot 
water — boiling, mind! Goodness, but 
it's hot I I wish some one would open that 
window I ' 

* They can't, mar, don't you see it's a 
wentilator ?' 
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'Dear, dear! that child sees every- 
thing!' cried the mother, with admi- 
ration. 

But her distinguished position quickly 

told upon the exhausted and panting Mrs^ 
Bushel. Cup after cup was poured out 
and replenished, till she was &in to give 
the post of honour to Marie, whose com- 
plexion fortunately tended to grow pale 
instead of red, under the effect of heat or 
excitement. 

So the feast proceeded, the piles of 
buns disappeared, the last waterings of 
the teapots were exhausted, and the poor 
little guests began to pinch and tease 
each other for want of better amuse- 
ment 

Suddenly there was a lull. 
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The Reverend, and other gentlemen, 
about to address the meeting began to 
assemble, climbing up the two or three 
rude steps which led to the platform — 
stiffly, easily, lightly, or puffingly, as the 
case might be. 

There was the Rev. Mr. Tompkins, the 
minister of the Lambeth Circus Branch 
Chapel, and the Rev. Josias Pitcher, the 

Congregational minister, and the Wes- 
leyan clergyman, and, as Mrs- Bushel en- 
thusiastically exclaimed, ^Our own dear 
Pastor ! ' some of the deacons, and a tall, 
bony, iron-grey man, greatly at variance 
in style, dress, and look from his com- 
panions — he had a rugged aspect, with 
deep-set, grave eyes, and a close-shut, 
wide, firm mouth, and heavy jaw; his 



104 'look bfforb you leap/ 

clotiies, of uniform, dark colour, were well 
made, his boots, his hat, his gloves, had an 
air of freshness, and though as unfsushion- 
able as any of the rest, he was emphati- 
cally a gentleman, and evidently a man of 
substance and position ; yet he looked 
hard, and cold, and dry, and as opposed 
as possible to the unctuous, self-contaited 
air of his coadjutors; he took his place 
rather in the background, and seemed to 
decline the polite, nay, deferential, nods 
and becks of his companions, when they 

i 

strove to make him take a foremost 
place. 

Marie gazed upon him fascinated and 
alarmed — ^it was her companion in that 
wretched journey from Dover, every 
moment, every incident of which was 
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stereotyped on her brain — ^for ever and 
for ever ! I 

But an old clergyman now rose and 
nttered the words, ^ Let us ask a bless- 
ing/ whereupon every one present, 
more or less, assumed an attitude of 
prayer. 

This passed and all reassumed their 
previous positions, without affording to 
Marie any opportunity to shrink out of 
sight. She felt an instinctive dread of 
her fellow-traveller — a certainty that 
could he know her true history he would 
condemn her utterly. He looked as 
though he was always ready to lay down 
comfort and happiness, and geniality, on 
the shrine of duty, uncompromisingly 
himself and that this native power on 
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his side, gave him an undoubted right to 
expect similar strength from his fellow- 
labourers in life's rough field. If. not, 
you were a castaway, and it seemed to 
Marie that nothing could be hidden from 
those cold, penetrating grey eyes, and 
that nothing could save her from the 
verdict of those closenshut thin lips, so 
she sat very uncomfortably hearing, with- 
out listening to, a long harangue about 
ragged schools in general, and the Lam- 
beth institutions, the work progressing 
in the ' Lord's vineyard,' Ac., interspersed 
largely with anecdotes of wonderful little 
boys and girls who all died at an early 
period of life. 

The colour came and went in her 
cheek — she kept her eyes fixed on the 
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ground, fearful of meeting those of the 
iron-grey man, yet ever nervously anxious 
to know if he was looking at her, she 
could not resist stealing upward glances 
every few minutes to see if she was 
observed. For some time he did not 
seem to see her or anyone, but to be lost 
in attention or thought ; at length after a 
round of applause which followed the 
Rev. speaker's description of the suc- 
cessful career of a ragged schoolboy, 
Marie once more took a furtive glance, 
and, to her dismay, met her former com- 
panion's keen eyes bent upon her with 
an expression of surprise and doubt, yet 
unmixed with severity and not untinged 
with pleasure. 
It was a look which said, unconsciously. 



108 *L0OK BEFORE YOU LEAP.* 

^Do I at last see her who has been so 
much in my thoughts ? ' 

Marie vaguely gave herself up as lost, 
that is — committed in some inexplicable 
manner to some severe course of duty, 
self-denial and mortification ! 

The remainder of the speech was a 
mist to her, she heard dimly, at intervals, 
well-known quotations and allusions to 
spiritual influences, and to the damnable 
doctrines of Rome, but all was swal- 
lowed up in the horror of detection, the 
dread of she knew not what! Being 
driven back to Guy perhaps, albeit re- 
luctantly received, and leading a life of 
constant duty-doing and heart-breaking I 
Yes — her ex-companion looked capably 
of exacting more than a ' pound of flesh * 
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— even of distilling the tears of weak 
hearts into the bitterness of enforced 
^dnrance, and he seemed a man of power 
too! 

Fearing and thinking thus, the elo- 
quence of the varied exhortations fell dimly 
on Marie's ear; at last her iron-grey 
friend rose, and her attention immediately 
woke up to its utmost. His tone and 
manner were very unlike his precursors*, 
extremely dry — ^yet clear; without an 
unnecessary word he laid before his 
hearers the inestimable benefit of educa- 
tion — and dwelt, with more force than 
perhaps was quite suitable to the cha- 
racter of the meeting, on the wordly 
advantages arising from good habits, good 
principles, good training ; then he turned 
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to higher motives, but here, though 
evidently much in earnest he was less 
at home, stammered slightly, and was 
embarrassed. His Deity — ^was a Qtod of 
vengeance and an uncompromising task- 
master, whom 'twere best to propitiate in 
time, and whose relations even to the 
best-conducted of ragged school boys, 
were of a doubtful nature, so invariably 
is each man's Gh)d a reflex of himself. 



CHAPTER VIIL 



Thb speech was listened to with pro- 
found attention, but not loudly applauded. 
Though dour in tone, it was yet bracing, 
and, moreover, the very voice and accent, 
the mode of speech, the nameless refine- 
ment, despite its unadorned plainness, 
gave the speaker all that wondrous effect 
which is ever produced by one we feel to 
be undoubtedly superior, not only in mind 
and attainments, but also in social posi- 
tion. This peroration accomplished, and 
the atmosphere having risen almost to 
boiling point, in spite of the cooling in- 
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fluence of the last speaker, there was a 
whispered consultation among the gentle- 
men on the platform, and a &>t, oily man, 
in a limp, white tie, rose and said — 

* De — ear friends, let us return thanks 
for the refreshment that has been granted 
unto us ' — ^he meant the speeches, not the 
buns — and then the whole congregation 
rose, and adopted devotional attitudes. 

There was a long wrestling in prayer ; 
but all was at last ended, the children 
scuffled out, and Marie eagerly tied on the 
littie girls' hats as a hint to their mother 
that it was time to *move on.' But 
the hint was not taken. The flattered, 
fevered, panting Mrs. Bushel was anxious 
to crown the evening's glories by re- 
maining for special notice from some or 
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all of the Reverend gentlemen who had 
addressed the meeting. 

They had now descended from the 
platform, and, with the humility which 

marks* great minds, mingled with the 
throng of teachers, tea-makers, and district- 
visitors, who gradually crowded together as 
the small guests of the evening departed, 
eager for notice and commendation. 

Marie was hemmed in, and felt much 
as the wretched prisoner in the * Iron, 
shroud' must have done, as the human 
walls closed around her. 

At last the Rev. Mr. Grumbleton, * our 
own dear Pastor,' came up, and by his 
side Marie's grey * Phantom of sadness.' 
It was all over : she must face and ac- 
knowledge him. 

VOL. II. I 
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*This, sir/ said Mr. Grumbleton, as 
though in continuation of something — * is 
one of our most active and persevering 
district visitors' — waving his hand to- 
wards the delighted Mrs. Bushel. • 

* Within the last month, this good lady 
has distributed not less than 167 tracts, of 
the most stirring description, and circu- 
lated 48 New Testaments ; but four days 
ago she discovered a pernicious publica- 
tion, entitled " Hints for Devotion to the 
Sacred Heart of Mary," concealed in two 
of your cottages in Mortimer Terrace, 
Pelham Park, where we had hoped the 
good work was prospering. The emis- 
saries of Home, sir, are unwearied in evil, 
watchful to lay wait.* 

* I am happy to make your acquaint- 
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ance,' said the iron-grey man, with cold 
politeness; *such energy is its own re- 
ward. But I am concerned to hear that 
our Romish adversaries have invaded a 
district so carefiiUy tended as Pelham 
Park; 

Mrs. Bushel smiled, and curtsied, and 
fluttered out a confused answer, in which 
* our worthy Pastor's encouraging notice,' 
and *your kind approbation, sir,' were 
jumbled up with her *own poor eflPorts 
and undeserved success.' 

But all this time Marie felt rather than 
knew the keen, dark, grey eye, which had 
yet something mysteriously familiar in 
ite severity, was fixed upon her. 

Mr. Grumbleton then began some un- 
dertoned and earnest conversation with 
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Mrs. Bushel ; and then Marie's ex-compa- 
nion approaching a step nearer, said, in 
cold, composed tones, as though their 
meeting was the most natural and com- 
monplace thing in the world — 

* I am glad to find you engaged in so 
good a work. May I hope you have 
prospered since we met, and obtained a 
situation of the nature you required ? ' 

Marie raised her large, sad eyes be- 
seechingly towards him, and his softened 
as they met her glance. A more experi- 
enced or designing woman might have 
surmised that fij'e could be struck even 
from so flinty a personage, had she seen 
the expression. But poor Marie heeded 
not. 

' You are very kind to remember me,' 
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she replied, in her low, sweet tones. 
* These little girls are my pupils ;' then, 
half-ashamed of the partial evasion, added, 
with a smile — * and in the mornings I 
work in a large millinery establishment/ 

'That can scarce be a profitable em- 
ployment for body or soul,' returned her 
interrogator, with a shade of additional 
coldness. 

'It suits me,' replied Marie, in un- 
affected humility. 

There was a pause — and still the iron- 
grey man lingered beside her. 'You 
did not, then, find it* necessary to use the 
address I gave you ? You have probably 
found other friends,' he resumed. 

'Friends!' responded Marie, the tears 
starting to her eyes. 'Alas! I have 



118 *LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP/ 

none — bnt God has helped me, and 
though 1 did not avail myself of it — I 
have kept your writing in gratitude for 
your kindness to a total stranger;' and 
again she looked up to him with a glance 
so speaking, that he involuntarily re- 
sponded to it. 

^ Where are you living at present ? ' 
he asked, after another rather uneasy 
pause. 

* With this,' she hesitated — * this lady,' 
indicating Mrs. Bushel — who, having 
finished her confidential communications 
with Mr. Grumbleton, now stood at 
* attention,' rather astonished to find an 
acquaintanceship existed between her 
humble inmate and the lordly patron 
of Pelham Park Institution. 
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* That is well/ said that gentleman, with 
more cordiality than he had yet spoken. 
*I am now somewhat pressed for time, 
but I should be glad to assist you to 
some situation more suitable to your 
seeming position than daily work in a 
milliner's establishment I am generally 
to be found on alternate Saturday and 
Wednesday afternoons at the "Youths* 
Institute;" if Mrs. Bushel would kindly 
accompany you thither,' he added, with a 
vague sense of guarding against some- 
thing. * Meantime, permit me to take 
your address;' and he again produced 
the pocket-book and massive silver pencil 
Marie so well remembered. 

* Oh dear ! to be sure,' said Mrs. Bushel, 
highly pleased, *No. 25, Tivoli Gardens 
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— not twenty minntes* walk fix)m yonr 
Institution, sir — ^an 'umble, but, I trust, 
genteel abode of contentment and love.' 

He bowed stiffly. 

*Let me hope I was enabled to speak 
a word in season when I saw you in such 
deep sorrow?' he said, in a low tone. 
* And suffer me to suggest that candour 
is the surest means to secure friendship.' 

He bowed again. 

* You are very kind,' murmured Marie, 
indistinctly, as he moved away. *Ah! 
he is good,' she thought — *but terrible 
— ^he will tear my secret from me some 
day.' 

' Law ! my dear,' exclaimed Mrs. Bushel, 
when they were outside the school-room, 
' however did you know Mr. Watson ? ' 



^ 
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* Watson I yes, that was the name he 
wrote. Who is Mr. Watson ? ' 

*OhI a very rich, high gentleman 
indeed I he lives in Belgrave Square or 
some such place — in a palace of a house 
Mr. Grumbleton was telling me — and 
knows Lord Shaftesbury, and Dr. Gum- 
ming, and lots of lords and ladies — and 
yet he is always doing good and mixing 
himself up with all sorts of humble, not to 
say low, people. He bought all this pro- 
perty about here, Pelham Park, and that 
just to do good to the poor, though I have 
heard it's a wonderful improving property 
— wonderful. You see — "A little that 
the righteous hath is better than" — no, 
that's not quite it,' breaking off. ^ But how 
did you know him, mademoiselle, dear ? ' 
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*0h, accidentally. I travelled in the 
same railway carriage, and was not very 
— ^very well, and he was most kind/ 

* Oh ! I dare say, and he's quite the 
gentleman — quite. Augusta Jane, don't 
be scuflBing your feet in the dust, it's 
most unladylike! dear, dear. Well, it 
was very gratifying, but rather warm, 
and I must say I'd be the better of a 
good glass of porter ! ' 



And Mr. Watson threw himself back 
in the first * Hansom ' he could find. He 
lay back and strove to think of the pro- 
gress of education and godliness among 
his poorer brethren; of the routine of 
to-morrow's business; of the investment 
which oflfered yesterday for certain loose 
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thousands; of that opening to trade and 
religion (we beg pardon), religion and 
trade on the West Coast of Africa — but 
all these trains of thought were broken 
and rendered futile by the light of those 
sweet, sad eyes which still seemed to look 
into his, and draw forth his very soul 
despite himself; the echo of that gentle 
voice, the murmured music of her soft 
* You are very kind ! ' The iron-grey 
man almost started to find how they 
haunted him, and with fierce resolve 
he tore his mind away savagely, turning 
from the tenderness which involuntarily 
stole over him, as the image so repeatedly 
banished, rose up again and again. 

He was a lonely man — why, none could 
tell, not even himself, for he had always 
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possessed wealth, and had also ' been lord 
of himself/ for many a year, but business 
or coldness, or religion or something, had 
always preoccupied and saved him from 
the wiles even of the most charming and 
diligent district visitors, bazaar furnishers 
and tract distributors; and now, at his 
mature age and advanced Christianity, 
was he to be haunted by the nameless 
charm, the tender grace, of an insigni- 
ficant milliner's apprentice, a creature he 
had picked up in a railway carriage, of 
unknown and doubtful antecedents and 
very uncertain religious views, — ^forbid it 
respectability, prudence, common sense! 
It was but an unusual amount of pity for 
an uncommon case. 
*She is a gentlewoman, evidently; 
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perhaps the orphan of some improvident 
parents ; possibly the victim of some — ' 

Pah! how his soul revolted as the 
chance of a not unheard-of reason for 
evading friends and inquiries glanced 
across his mind. His spare, bony hand 
involuntarily clenched, and tendencies 
very much opposed to Gospel injunction 
braced his muscles for a moment. 

' As a Christian it is my duty to rescue 
her in some way;' but why should he 
feel so deep an interest ? 

* Curious fool, be still ! 
Is human love the growth of human will ? ' 



CHAPTER IX. 



It was several days before Marie could 
recover the strange species of terror and 
excitement which Mr. Watson's recog- 
nition had caused her. Why should she 
fear this man, who, with all his grave re- 
spectability and measured coldness, was 
yet evidently anxious to befriend her? 
She could not explain her own feelings; 
reason as she would, they always returned. 
She did not want help ; she wanted merely 
to go on earning obscurely what was suf- 
ficient to pay her humble way, not to be 
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cross-examined and tortured, and hu- 
miliated ! 

The Bushel household had recovered 
the excitement of the * tea-meeting/ the 
justly-incensed * drawing-rooms ' had for- 
given his burnt steak, and matters had 
subsided to their usual level — when one 
evening, as Marie was endeavouring to 
impress the intricacies of a piece of vo- 
cabulary on her little favourite * Agnes,* 
down in the front-kitchen, dignified in 
the establishment as the breakfest-parlour, 
a ring of the bell claimed immediate at- 
tention from its tone of decision. A hasty 
rush to the front-door— a trampling of 
several pairs of boots— and then Mrs. 
Bushel descended like an avalanche on 
the French class — with a radiant face. 
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* Groodness gracious, my dear, come up 
directly, here's our dear good Pastor and 
Mr. Watson himself and they want to see 
you.' 

* To see me? Oh! what can they 
want with me, Mrs. Bushel ? ' cried poor 
Marie, shrinking and turning pale. 

* Don't delay, now. Youll soon hear, 
I've no doubt, and you look quite neat — 
come along, do.' 

Mrs. Bushel almost propelled her young 
friend upstau^ before her. 

The front-parlour, always of narrow 
dimensions, looked smaller than ever, as 
Marie entered it, and confronted the ' good 
Pastor,' whose goodly breadth was domi- 
nated by the superior height of Mr. Wat- 
son, who, though spare, was a large-boned, 
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broad-shouldered man. He stood on the 
hearth-rug — his hat held behind him, 
l<x)king keen, cool, iron-grey as usual ; 
and Marie would have given the wealth 
of worlds, could she have commanded 
it, poor child, to escape his eager, 
questioning glance. 

The source of its power she little knew, 
the strange hunger it expressed to gather 
up the secrets of her soul ; so she stood 
irresolute — ^her colour changing — ^her un- 
consciously - appealing, shrinking look, 
which stirred the stem philanthropist 
so deeply — contending with the air of 
composure she struggled hard to pre- 
serve. 

Mr. Watson bowed as she entered, and 
moved a chair forward with grave polite- 

VOL. II. K 
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ness, involuntarily treating the object of 
his would-be patronage, as an equal. 

Mr. Grrambleton put out a fat, wann 
hand, with ostentatious condescension — 
' Very glad, my young friend, to be the 
means of forwarding our respected bene- 
factor's views in vour favour. He will 
explain them to you himself.' 

' I am sure the Lord has been very good 
to her,' panted Mrs. Bushel, *to see the 
kind interest you good gentlemen — ' 

* The proposition I wish to make is this,' 
interrupted Mr. Watson, with surprised 
impatience: *I have nearly organized a 
new Institution for the training of female 
children of a class above the attendants of 
Ragged Schools, whose parents are willing 
to pay a small sum weekly. I have al- 
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ready an excellent Matron, but I should 
wish a somewhat higher class of teacher — 
one calculated to influence the children — 
and this situation I offer to you, with a 
salary of fifty pounds — if you consci- 
entiously consider yourself equal to fulfil 
it. I want a little better instruction than 
what is ordinarily bestowed in Charity 
Schools, with the intention of giving those 
who wish to elevate themselves, a chance 
of doing so; and this, I imagine, you 
would be capable of imparting — while it 
would be more suited to, and profitable 
for, you than your present occupation. 

* 1 scarcely know how to answer you,' 
returned Marie, sorely embarrassed — 
' Your great kindness in thus searching 
out a poor stranger to bestow unasked 
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benefits — is — ^is — more than I can ex- 
press. But, oh! sir, I am, indeed, un- 
equal to such an undertaking. I am 
weak, and my nerves so treacherous. 
No ! Let me stay quietly at my " needle- 
work." I shall earn my living by that — 
and — ' 

*Law, my dear! How do you know 
but they'll turn you oflF when the dull 
season comes? You know you are only 
an extra, and may be dismissed any 
morning. Now don't fly in the fitce of 
Providence,' cried Mrs. Bushel. 

*If our respected Mend judges you to 
be worthy the calling, you should rest 
content, young woman,' said the Rev. 
Mr. Grumbleton, in a tone of rebuke. 

*No,' replied Marie, with gentle firm- 
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ness. * He calls upon me to judge myself, 
and I fear, in truth, I should not fulfil his 
expectations. I am not equal to much 
now,' she added, in a lower tone. 

There was a pause. Mr. Watson looked 
down silently, as in thought; then address- 
ing Mrs. Bushel, said, a shade more 
coldly, — 

* I should wish to speak with this young 
person alone.' 

*0 yes, certainly, sir. If you'll just 
come upstairs, Mr. Grumbleton ' (the 
drawing-rooms is out), * I will show you the 
report of the Philpot Dorcas Society ; ' 
and Mrs. Bushel led the way, with her 
st ccato movement, so suddenly, that Mr. 
Grumbleton felt compelled to follow very 
rapidly. 
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* Sit down/ said Mr. Watson ; and lay- 
ing aside his hat, and something of his 
cold composure, drew a chair to the oppo- 
site side of the table, and Marie obeyed, 
in a sort of helpless despair, yet resolved 
to defend her secret to the last. Her 
heart beat, and the little hand she uncon- 
sciously pressed to her brow, trembled 
visibly. 

There was a moment's silence ; the 
grave Elder's heart beat also. What 
charm was there in the mingled strength 
and weakness of this poor young stranger 
that moved him so powerfiiUy, though he 
did not — dared not — acknowledge it ? He 
could have clasped her to his heart as a 
friendless child, to be cherished and pro- 
tected. He adoringly worshipped the 
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gentle strength which dominated, yet 
submitted to him. 

*You must feel I am your friend,' he 
began, in quiet tones, which had a ring of 
kindliness in them; * why, » then, will you 
not allow me to assist you, and confide in 
me ? Permit me to say that a young and 
friendless creature like yourself should not 
throw away a friend because of some 
self-opinionated scruple about revealing 
your past history. We are all liable to 
error, and a confession of past shortcom- 
ings will not lesson my desire to set you 
right in the future. Your natural position 
is evidently superior to your present 
state; but, humble as the calling of 
teacher in the class I suggest is, it is more 
worthy of you than your present occu- 
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I)ation. Why do you shrink from it? 
You are more than equal, I feel assured, 
to the task. There is some hidden 
reason, and I desire to know it ; or, I 
must come to some conclusion detrimental 
to the good opinion I would fain form of 
your character.' 

And he looked into Marie's sad eyes 
with a keen, stedfast gaze, as though he 
defied their dark, lustrous depths to hide 
any secret from him. 

* I will speak all truth to you, so far as 
I dare,' returned Marie, with parched lips, 
and pressing her clasped hands tightly 
together. *I do not accept your oflfer, 
because grief has unhinged and unfitted 
me for it. I am unequal to control even 
myself but principally because I have a 
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secret which I will not reveal — ^not if the 
keeping of it cost me life ; and I fear you 
— I fear your kindness, your sternness, 
your influence; good as you are, friend 
though you be, I would rather never see 
you again than tell you my secret, for it 
is not all mine. And have I not a right to 
a secret ? ' she continued, rising from her 
seat, and speaking with a little excite- 
ment. *You are a great and a good 
gentleman, but we all — men and women 
— have a right to the sanctity of our own 
memories, as well as to the bread we can 
win! Ah! sir, I love and respect you, 
and would give much to win your esteem 
in the path you have pointed out to me ; 
but there is only one way I can undertake 
it Trust me! I have done nothing 
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wrong! I have been true to those with 
whom I have had to do — true to myself. 
If you will let my life begin from the 
present, and trust my own word for the 
past, I will obey you, and confide as a 
child to a parent; but you must believe 
me — I have done nothing wrong — no- 
thing ! ' 

She stopped abruptly. Mr. Watson 
frowned ominously ; his sallow cheek 
grew a shade paler, and the hand that 
rested on the table twitched; but he 
spoke calmly, when after a few moments' 
thought he said, — 

*I may be unwise. Miss . Thibaut ' (he 
had never called her by her name before), 
but I wiU trust and try you; hereafter, 
perhaps — but the future will shape itself. 



\u: 
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Remember, however, you have yet to win 
my full approbation. For the present 1 
engage you, as I should any other young 
woman with satisfactory references, and 
no one has a right to question you when I 
am satisfied.' 

* yes, yes ! * cried Marie, impulsively 
catching and pressing his hand. 

As she did so, she met his eyes, and in 
their troubled expression, there was a 
nameless something that, strange as it 
seemed, recalled Gruy — Guy, in his fond- 
est moods — so vividly, that the great 
tears welled over, and she rushed from 
the room sobbing as though her heart 
would break. 

Mr. Watson stood for a moment as she 
had left him, passed his hand once or 
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twice across his brow, then collecting him- 
self, rang the bell. 

* I have partly overcome Miss Thibaut's 
scruples,' he said to Mr. Grumbleton, as 
Mrs. Bushel and that gentleman entered ; 
'and I will give her a day or two to 
think the matter over— at present, I am 
somewhat pressed for time. Mr. Grrumble- 
ton will see her again, and explain the 
subject more fully.' 

He bowed to Mrs. Bushel, and departed, 
carrying the Pastor with him. 



CHAPTER X. 



*Well, indeed, my dear; I never knew 
such luck/ said Mrs. Bushel, seating her- 
self with a flop on the side of Marie's 
little bed, * and you crying instead of re- 
joicing. Come — come, it is right down 
flying in the face of Providence not to 
be joyfiil over such a lift — and that hard 
work was killing you, my dear — killing 
you by inches. Mr. Grumbleton has been 
telling me that it is thirty pounds a year, 
and a room to yourself. 

Marie, taking her hand, said, 

*Do not mind my tears, I am very 
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thankfiil in spite of them ; but — ^but I 
was obliged to speak to Mr. Watson on 
some painfiil topics, and felt overcome/ 

*01i!' said Mrs. Bushel, curious, yet 
satisfied, as she interpreted Marie's in- 
nocently ambiguous phrase into a full 
confession of her previous history to Mr- 
Watson, and his approval thereof. * Well, 
my dear, I'm sure you couldn't do no 
better than tell that kind, good gentle- 
man everything; but at the same time, 
where one has the feelings of a mother 
towards you, and no inclination to gossip 
or talk, but the reverse, confidence would 
not be misplaced, not that I have any 
desire to pry,' &c. 

At last Mrs. Bushel wore out her con- 
jectures, and expended her time. She 
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parted affectionately from her mysterious 
imnate, too genial in nature to be soured 
even bv curiosity unsatisfied, and confi- 
dence withheld. 

Marie thought long and deeply. 

She did not question her own discretion 
in accepting Mr. Watson's offer. She felt 
she was powerless in the matter; and 
though he had generously consented to 
respect her secret, she knew instinctively 
it was but a postponement of the evil 
day. 

There was that in the * iron-grey man ' 
which would rend it fi'om her, sooner or 
later. There was a stmnge sympathy 
between them, coupled on her side with 
dread, which yet did not diminish hor 
liking and respect for him. There was 
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gold fused with the ragged quartz of his 
nature. 

And how did it stand? — that account 
with the unknown future, she shunned to 
reckon up. Her daily bread was pro- 
vided while health was left her. She 
was respectably sheltered, and in the; 
employment of one who would not leave 
a profitable servant to starve or die in 
the workhouse when unable to work; so 
far, all was better than she could have 
dared to hope on that terrible day when 
she fled from Guy, and love, and hope. 

Nevertheless, she sat motionless, gazing 

at vacancy, paralyzed with a despair of life, 

which no human eloquence could express. 

It was as if some bloodless ghost was 

loft her — ^some pale shadow of existence, 
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without colour, or flavour, or vitalitj^; 
and must she submit to this! Never — 
never more seek out her husband, her 
love ! Oh, to see him once more ! to 
hear his voice, even if it said Farewell ! 
Yet, would not this deadly silence be 
better than to find herself still rejected, 
and viewed as an impostor — ^a clog — some- 
thing to be rid of ? 

If she kept away, out of sight, might 
he not regret her ! So she must endure 
to the end, and strive and do her best ; 
but nature's voice whispered that this 
state of things could not last Youth is so 
strong, the heart so elastic, that it must 
throw off the weight which oppresses it, 
or perish. The future always terrified 
her — she knew not why. 

VOL. II. L 
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* Gtod help me ! — God guide me I ' she 

ejaculated, as she rose to busy herself 

with some necessary needlework, to chase 

these terrible thoughts away. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

In less than a week all things were 
arranged, and Marie moved her few be- 
longings to the neat little chamber as- 
signed to her in the new wing of Pelham 

' 

Park Institution, where Mr. Watson had 

organized his school. 

The matron was a somewhat stem, 
silent, but inoffensive woman, nevertheless 
disposed in a quiet way to treat Marie as 
a dependent; this, however, gave the 
former little annoyance. 

Marie took her meals with the matron 
in a sitting-room allotted to their joint 
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use ; but always, on three evenings in the 
week, walked over to Mrs, Bushers, to 
give a French lesson gratis to her little 
pupils in Tivoli Qurdens. 

The school being in its infancy, she did 
not find it so overwhelming a task as she 
at first expected, and the number gradu- 
ally increasing, she found her strength 
grow to it. 

The severe matron assisted her consi- 
derably both in school hours by main- 
taining discipline, and out of them by the 
practical suggestions of experience. 

So time wore on. Mr. Watson occa- 
sionally called, generally on a Saturday, 
and appeared satisfied with the working 
of his plan. 

Marie's dread of him had considerably 
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subsided ; no approach had been made to 
the forbidden subject; and though cold 
and guarded enough in speech, there was 
a tender and wistful expression in his 
eyes, to which Marie*s heart unconsciously 
warmed. 

As for him, a graver and a sterner man 
might well feel hid pulses quicken to see 
that pale, sad face, and its downcast eyes 
brighten .and revive, when they met his 
glance, and then only. Oh, wondrous 
magnetism of feeling ! — no bond can ever 
bind, no chain enslave, like the conscious- 
ness that some other feeble struggling 
heart out of its dim groping for life, which 
is love, calls upon yours, and says, * Come, 
be mine.' 

Ajid this dry, practical man, for whom 
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the spring-time of life had been but a 
talent hidden in a napkin, was waking to 
its magnificence. The glow and wannth 
of the subtile master was coming back to 
his soul with the enhanced glory of an 
Indian summer I but how to bring back 
the fi*esh loveliness of spring, or the mo- 
mentary and tropic heat, which makes the 
quickly succeeding ice and fix)st of winter 
but more bitterly felt ? 

To the respectable Mr. Watson, * behold 
all things were becoming new ! ' The se- 
verity which made *duty' an unrelaxing 
* Juggernaut,' was now tinged with a 
vague indulgence, partaking of the ^ love 
which forgiveth and hopeth all things,' 
and the inflexible justice of the Deity less 
present to his imagination than the bound- 
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less mercy set forth by Him who alone 
knoweth the Father. 

* And you find the system of reward 
rather than punishment, on the whole suc- 
cessful?' 

He was conversing alone with Marie, 
after she had been about four weeks esta- 
blished in her new employment. 

* Certainly; and I have great feith in 
it. I have always found there is no 
chance for a naughty child until you 
have accorded total and complete for- 
giveness and oblivion — ^then they have 
some ground to stand upon, and begin 
a new career — as you, dear, kind sir, 
have permitted me — though, remem- 
ber, I do not admit I was a naughty 
child 1 ' 
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And she looked in his face with eyes so 
expressive of tender gratitude and a tinge 
of h^ old, soft archness, that a strange, 
electric yearning quivered through his 
heart, and made it beat high and strong 
for a moment 

*Dear child,' he returned, subduing 
himself to grave kindness, * I have long 
ceased to doubt you, though I hope and 
believe the day will come, and that soon, 
when you will trust me, even as much 
as I have trusted you. I begin to see, 
young friend, that despite the safeguard 
of religious faith, a life passed among 
hardening influences— men, money, busi- 
ness — ^has deadened me too much to the 
softer maxims of our great Teacher. 
But I can atone — ^I can atone/ he mur- 
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mured to himself^ and then paused ab- 
raptly. 

Neither Marie nor her benefiw^tor had 
observed the confidential tone which 
had gradually coloured their communi- 
cations ; and she felt no surprise when he 
said, 

* Had I a relative — a daughter like your- 
self-the intercourse with a fresh, young 
mind would have done much to keep me 
fi^r fix)m coldness and self.' 

*You cold or selfish!* cried Marie, 
indignantly. 'You, the kindest and 
truest ! ' 

*Hush!' returned Mr. Watson, rising 
to walk to and fi*o. * I am not sure how 
&r my kindness may not be selfish, but I 
have distant glimpses of more than I de- 
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serve-^yet it is premature to speak — I 
may advise your removal/ 

Marie was listening, a good deal puzzled 
to these disjoined sentences, when the 
matron entered, and the conversation 
turned upon some details of school man- 
agement, in discussing which Marie 
observed Mr, Watson was rather absent, 
at length he looked at his watch : 

* I have overstayed my time,' he said ; 
*but, Miss Thibaut, you can deliver a 
message to your friend Mrs, Bushel — tell 
her to send her husband to me to-morrow 
before ten — there is my private address — 
I think I have found a clerkship for which 
he is suited. You continue to teach her 
children ? You are grateful ! you would 
do much for gratitude ? ' he asked. 
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Marie, wondering at his unusnal tone 
and manner, replied in the affirmative, 
and he left the room followed by the 
obsequious matron. 



CHAPTER XL 

A MONTH had passed since Neville's 
fruithless visit to the benevolent Mrs. 
Jupp. The revulsion of feeling it had 
caused him — coming after so much and 
such long-continued excitement had laid 
him prostrate with a severe and lowering 
fever, which his medical attendant assured 
him imperatively demanded repose — 
* physical repose at any rate ;* he added, 
on Neville*s exclaiming that there could 
be no rest for him. *You will utterly 
unfit yourself for the search you are so 
bent upon, if you do not take a month's 
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complete rest* But even then Neville's 
usually powerful frame was but ill able 
to second his eager desire to be ' up and 
doing/ 

However the opening of the present 
chapter finds him in Paris, whither he had 
gone in the vague hope of discovering 
some trace of Marie's aunt, who had never 
taken any notice of his long explanatory 
letter, or otherwise communicated with 
him. 

Thither he was accompanied by his 
stanch Mend Sir Frederic Compton, who 
purposed proceeding to Switzerland and 
the North (rf Italy, having got a couple 
of months' leave. But Neville could not 
as yet look further forward than another 
week. To settle plans or projects seemed 
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utterly impossible when he lived in the 
nerv(^ anticipation that each morning 
and evening would bring some conclusive 
tidings of his lost one. 

Paris was hot and fall of visitors when 
the young men reached it — and poor 
Neville terribly exhausted by his journey 
— ^albeit taken in easy stages. He strove 
in vain to shake off the languor which 
hung round him, like some charmed 
garment, rendering every effort a labour, 
and despite his eagerness to be up and 
doing, he found it impossible to leave his 
room or foce the roar and rush of the 
streets, till a couple of days' complete 
rest had somewhat restored him. Then 
— ^the total change of scene and air 
produced a reviving effect, and on the 
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third morning after their arrind the 
friends sallied forth to the Rue Si Lasare 
— ^to the address given them by Miss 
Redoubt 

It was a mean entrance — and the 
concierge had a small den on the top of 
the first flight, where a half-glass door 
enabled inquirers to see him constantly 
bending over some dilapidated boot or 
shoe — for his mJtier was the useful though 
humble calling of a cobbler. To him our 
friends addressed themselves— and he 
replied with vivacity and intelligence so 
unlike the profound yet not ill-meant 
indifference with which a Saxon says he 
knows nothing about the subject of your 
inquiries, and then relapses into silence. 
Monsieur le concierge evidently knew 
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nothing either — ^nevertheless he had a 
great deal to say about it : ^ Madame 
Rouviae — mais rum — yet hold — there was 
an old lady, au quairikmey nearly blind, 
who took much snuflF — might she not be 
the lady they sought? Her name was 
Grrenier — it's true, still an old lady — 
but hold — how long was it since the 
old lady sought by Monsieur resided in 
Numero vingt-^t ? ' 

* Two or three months back/ 

* My faith — all the world is upset since 
three months — look now — the proprietor 
dies — all things are sold — the present 
proprietor, Monsieur le concierge himself, 
and various locaiaires^ have all been 
settled in No. 27 since, for the others ! ' — 
a pause — and the concierge extends his 
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fingers like a fen, with a sudden move- 
ment indicative of the scattering abroad 
of the former inmates. 

*Then you know nothii^ of Madame 

Rouviac ? ' 

But no ! He knew nothing. La has — 
perhaps — the charbonnier — could perhaps 
inform them. He had been there many- 
years. 

La bos was the entrance of the pas- 
sage to the right of which was a wood 
store. 

The proprietor was out, but Madame 
was visible. Now Madame is generally 
in France quite equal to Monsieur, and 
Madame had much information to give, 
only unfortunately it was not very rele- 
vant. She remembered Madame Rouviac, 



*LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP.' 161 

an old lady, very well; an irate person- 
age, according to general report, but most 
amiable to Madame la charbormihe^ be- 
cause, you see, she loved her much. She 
thought, but was not quite sure, that the 
old lady had gone to live with a* cousin, 
or a nephew, who had great affection for 
the old lady, because, you see, she was 
secret with her affairs ; but they say she 
has wherewithal in the Fonds Publiques. 
Madame la charhonnihre knew nothing, 
certainly, but — ' 

* Can you give us any clue to her pre- 
sent abode ? Did she leave no address for 
the facteur f How were her letters for- 
warded ? ' 

^Letters! Ma foi! The old lady 
never received letters. But, hold! I 

VOL. II. M 
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recall a morning, seven or eight weeks 
back, when there was a demand for Mar 
dame Rouviac, and I wa» asked — ^know- 
ing the affection of that amiable lady for 
me — for her address; bnt no one knew 
it It was the faeteur who asked, but I 
can tell no more/ 

'It must have been my letter, in all 
probability,* said Neville to Compton. 
^It is about that time I wrote. Pardon 
the trouble I have caused you,* he added, 
raising his hat to Madame la ckarbonnUre, 
who volubly assured them it was a plea- 
sure to converse with two gentlemen so 
polite and distinguished. 

They turned away. 

* I shall lose no time in applying to the 
police,' said Neville, putting his arm 
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through that of Compton ; * they will soon 
discover this old lady. Is it not curious 
how every clue fails? Is it fate? By 
Heavens ! Fred, I am so changed ; I shall 
turn a drivelling fatalist next! Call a 
jmcre^ I feel shaky still.' 

There was such deep despondency in 
his tones that his companion's kind heart 
felt a pang of the warmest sympathy, and 
he silently resolved to postpone his 
autumn rambles until he could leave his 
friend in a better frame of mind. He 
assisted him into the jw/cre^ and they 
drove back to the hotel. Here Sir 
Frederic insisted on Neville remaining 
quiet, while he sought the police. 

*I know everything as well as you, 
and can act for you as well as you could 
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act for yourself. I tell you, you are more 
shaken by that attack than you know, 
and if you don't take care, you'll be laid 
on your beam ends again.' 

With these words of wisdom he sallied 
forth, and after a few directions from the 
host strolled down the beautiftd Rue 
Rivoli, feeling, in spite of friendship and 
sympathy, something of the infectious 
brightness, and gaiety of the plax^. At 
the junction of the Rue Royale and the 
Place de la Concorde, he stood for a few 
moments watching the stream of vehicles 
setting towards the Champs Elys^es, when 
his eye suddenly brightened, and his 
cheek flushed, for a pale young face, 
enshrined in a dainty bonnet, bent for- 
ward to him from a smart open car- 
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riage, and a small, neatly-gloved hand was 
rather eagerly waved. 

A large lady, who accompanied this 
pleasant vision, arrested the coachman, 
and the vehicle was drawn up by the 
pavement, and the next moment Sir 
Frederic held the little hand in his. 

* What an unexpected pleasure ! ' he ex- 
claimed, after he had exchanged greetings 
with Miss Delvigne and her companion, 
Mrs. Coleman. *When did you arrive? 
I had no idea I should see you in Paris.' 

'Neither Evelina nor Miss Delvigne 
has ever been to Paris before; so, as 
my eldest daughter has gone on a visit 
to an old school friend, in Scotland, we, 
set off, and are only awaiting Mr. Cole- 
man to start for Germany.' 



166 *LOOK BEFORE YOU LEAP.* 

* But / knew you were here, Sir Fre- 
deric,' said the heiress, *and we are at 
the same hotel. I inquired for you this 
morning, but you were out. I have a 
letter Miss Redoubt sent me the night 
before last, directed to Mademoiselle 
Delvigne. I brought it with me, for I 
do not think anyone but Captain Neville 
ought to open it. How is poor Captain 
Neville ? ' 

* Oh, he is better, though weak enough 
still; but this letter? Why, it may 
reveal everything. Where is it ? ' 

* In my dressing-case. I must give it 
to you. Do, dear Mrs. Coleman, drive 
back to Meurice's, and let me get the 
letter.* 

' Well, my dear, half-an-hour will not 
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make much difference; and I prodMied 
to call for Evelina, at the caiffeufr^s! 

The young heirefis's cpimtenance fell. 

^ Just let vskd 0Qty then ; and Sir Fre- 
deric will take care of me back — it is 
soeh ^ short way.' 

Before the startled Mrs. Coleman could 
agree or dissent from this audacious pro- 
posal, Sir Frederic had opened the 
carriage-door, and Miss Delvigne stood 
upon the pavement. 

* Well, then, I suppose you must,' said 
Mrs. Coleman, not so much averse, under 
the peculiar circumstances, as she other- 
wise would have been to so unorthodox 
a proceeding. 

* I shall return in less than half-an-hour, 
and take you to the Bois de Boulogne.' 
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She bowed, smiled, and drove away. 

* You had better take my arm in this 
crowd,' said Sir Frederic, feeling unac- 
countably elated and joyous. * You are 
our good genius. Miss Delvigne,' he con- 
tinued, as she accepted his oflfer ; ' if we 
find my poor friend's wife, it wiU be 
through you. You always bring good luck.' 

* I am not sure,' she said, in her simple, 
manner, though secretly pleased at the 
ill-repressed joy of her companion at their 
rencontre. 

* This letter has a French stamp, and 

is directed with such pale ink, and in 
such a queer, cramped hand — such an 
ugly hand — ^I am sure it is fix)m some 
cross old woman; perhaps it is from 
Marie's aunt ; perhaps it is nothing par- 
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ticular. I have been greatly tempted to 
open it. I should, I think, only we were 
just coming on here, and Mr. Foster told 
me you would be at Meurice's.' 

*You might have opened it, I dare 
say; but as Neville will now so soon 
have it, it is of little consequence. Sup- 
pose we go round through the Tuilerie 
Gardens — it is such a charming day,' 
added the young Baronet. 

How?' asked Miss Delvigne, a little 
indignantly — * when there is so important 
a matter on hand ? ' 

*Well, you see,' said Frederic, hesi- 
tatingly — * I wish, if possible, to prolong 
the pleasure of a walk with you — a 
pleasure I have so little chance of tasting 
again ; for I know too well what an idiot 
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I have been — ^what a bad impression I 
must have made on your mind. I am 
the most unlucky dog in the universe ! ' 

The heiress looked up in his face with 
an air of the sincerest surprise. Then an 
amused expression stole round her mouth 
as she noted his look of vexation. 

^ Oh ! if you mean I am vexed because 
you did not want to marry me, you are 
quite mistaken. When I thought you 
did, I hated you. But it is such a pity 
you did not contrive to tell me candidly 
at first, that you were not going to second 
your grandfeither's plans, and that I was 
all safe — we would have been such 
friends; for then I would never have 
proposed to Marie to pass for me, and no 
mischief would have been done.' 
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This very candid speech was annihi- 
lating to poor Sir Frederic. He was 
silent for a few minutes. 

*Your words/ he said, at length, and 
very gloomily, * prove the truth of my 
assertion, I am most unfortunate/ 

They were now at the entrance of 
Meurice's, and Miss Delvigne, struck by 
the tone of his last words, kept silence, 
while they ascended to Mrs. Coleman's 
mlon. 

* Wait a few minute^-I will bring you 
the letter immediately,' she said, and left 
the room. 

Those few minutes Sir Frederic em- 
ployed in walking up and down, and 
forming a resolution. 

* Here it is,' said the heiress, re-enter- 
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ing. * Just look at it, Sir Frederic; is it 
not a curious hand ? ' 
*It is; he returned, speaking slowly. 

* But I think it is a man's/ 

*Do you really — I had determined it 
was the aunt's/ 

*Miss Delvigne,' began Sir Frederic, 

* I shall take your advice and speak with 
candour to prevent future mistakes or 
mischief In spite of your evident in- 
difference, I love you — ^most truly, most 
fondly — your unsel&hness, your earnest 
thoughtftd friendship, the strength and 
tenderness you have shown throughout 
this unhappy matter might well fascinate 
any man — and it makes me mad to think 
what a treasure I have lost the chance 
of securing! for after all it was but a 
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chance. Do not let this avowal influence 
your making use of me as your veriest 
tool in the search for poor Mrs. Neville. 
I will never again offend you in the same 
way. But remember, I love you.' He 
took and warmly kissed her hand. 

Before she had recovered the astonish- 
ment his words had caused her, he had 
left the room. The young heiress laughed, 
then stopped suddenly, looked in the 
glass and smiled, and then all at once, 
in an unaccountable and unreasonable 
manner, burst into a hearty fit of crying. 



CHAPTER XII. 



Neville was sleeping when Sir Frederic 
returned to his room, after half-an-hour's 
solitary, but not altogether unsatisfactory, 
reflection. Come what would. Miss Del- 
vigne could not say he had left her in 
ignorance of his sentiments. But perhaps 
she might shun him now ; well, he would 
not think about it any more, but commit 
himself to the winds and waves of cir- 
cumstances. 

The kindlv consideration, which was 
one of the young Baronet's characteristics, 
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would not permit himself to rouse his 
friend from the tranquil repose he ap- 
peared to be enjoying. So he drew a 
chair and sat playing with the letter he 
held, thinking in a desultory manner. 

At last Neville turned uneasily and 
ground his teeth, muttering, * Marie — 
Marie.' 

* Well, open your eyes, old fellow ; here 
— here's something perhaps that will give 
you tidings of her.' 

Neville raised himself on his elbow, 
and gazed bewildered at his friend, while 
he rapidly recounted his meeting with 
Miss Delvigne — omitting his own ex- 
position of feeling — ^and then he handed 
the letter to Neville, who by this time 
fully roused, had sat up on the sofa. 
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He tore it open, and devoured the con- 
tents with eager eyes. 

*It is from an Alphonse something/ 
he exclaimed; *look, Compton.' And 
Sir Frederic read over his shoulder. 



* No, 39, Btie (TAuverffne, Passy, 

*My beautiful and good Cousin, 

* The dear aunt charges me to keep 
thee informed of her health, and to de- 
mand thy news. For she disquiets herself 
that she has not received letters from thee 
for a long time. The dear aunt has con- 
sented to share the humble abode of her 
nephew and dutiful relative, since the 
death of Monsieur, the proprietor of her 
residence in the rue St. Lazare, since 
three months past; it is, therefore, possible 
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that some of thy little billets may not 
have reached our dear relative. I there- 
fore pray thee write without delay, be- 
cause she is a little out of humour against 
thee, and like all charming ladies, has her 
caprices, more or less embittered Never- 
theless, knowing the simplicity of thy 
tranquil life, we are at rest concerning 
thee. We do the impossible to render 
the life of our dear aunt as happy as we 
can* 

* She has a new direeteur^ a man very 
distinguished, and my wife is a little 
sjonpathetic society for her. When the 
dear good cousin can manage a conge 
for a few weeks, my wife and myself 
shall be delighted to receive her, for a 
little diversion after the solemnities of 

VOL. IL N 
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that sad biit respectable country where 
so much money is made, and so little 
enjoyed. 

* With many embraces from my wife, 
and the benediction of the dear aunt, 

* T am, with friendship sincere and 

* Respectful, 
* My dear Cousin's devoted kinsman, 

*Alphonse Dupuis/ 



At the conclusion of this characteristic 
epistle, Neville looked up with a blank 
expression — * Not much information 
there,' he said. 

* I don't know — you have got the ad- 
dress we want at any rate. But it is 
evident they know nothing more than we 
do. What's the date ? Six days back — 
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no — there will not be much to learn there. 
Still I must see this man ; let us go to 
Passy directly.* 

A fiacre was called and they started. 
The trajet was longhand of course tire- 
some ; but at least it was not aggravated 
by the feverish expectation which had at 
once irritated and supported Neville on 
former occasions — a dull kind of apa- 
thetic despair was stealing over his heart, 
like the cold-induced slumber of the snow- 
slayed traveller — who sinks, thus lulled, 
to death. In his weak state destiny 
seemed too strong for him. 

But the long drive was to no avail, 
when, after some inquiries, the friends 
discovered the rue d'Auvergne, which, 
by the way, was considerably less im- 
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portant than its name. They found the 
dear aunt too unwell to see anyone. 
Monsieur gone to his bureau^ and all the 
rest of the world gone out. 

With some diflficulty they obtained the 
address of Monsieur's bureau — in a passage 
oflF the rue de Richelieu — and thither they 
patiently wended their way ; and were at 
last successful in finding Monsieur Al- 
phonse, who conducted the foreign corre- 
•spondence of a large silk warehouse, 
and had a dark den in entresol all to 
himself. 

He was a short, broad man, with close- 
cut black hair, and a close-shaven blue 
beard, showing clearly round cheek and 
chin, small moustache, and the necessary 
chin-tuft, being all of his hirsute honours 
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left unshorn. He had a semi-military 
look, and eager glancing jet-black eyes. 
He was considerably puzzled by the visit, 
and Neville's intricate story told in the 
best French at his and the Baronet's 
command, was still more inexplicable. 
Finally, the little man grew very 
wroth. 

* It appears to me,' he said between his 
teeth, addressing Sir Frederic, whose 
French was the most comprehensible of 
the two — ' that your friend is a scoundrel ; 
where, then, is my cousin ? Poor child — 
so good — so wise. What a country — 
what a society ! Mon Dim I That a girl 
so prudent should have been contami- 
nated ! Where, then, is my cousin ? ' 

* Quietly,' returned Sir Frederic, more 
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m 

amused than angry — *That is precisely 
the question we come to ask you/ and, 
put in Neville, * as her husband, I have 
* surely some title to your commiseration. 
I would give all I possess to find her/ 

* Her husband!' repeated the be- 
wildered Alphonse, somewhat mollified at 
the magic word— * Why did she leave 
you, then? Ah! there is some deep 
villany here/ 

*By Heaven!' cried the Baronet, in 
despair — * we've made a mess of it. We 
shouldn't have stirred without Miss Del- 
vigne — ^let us go for her — ^she will ex- 
plain it better than we can/ 

* Yes ! ' the Frenchman was saying, 
meantime — * Some villain has got her ear, 
and has taken advantage of some cruelty. 
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on your part A woman leave her hus- 
band without a companion ! Bah ! ' l,The 
last force of contemptuous incredulity 
was thrown into his * Bah ! ' 

^But a girl so well brought up; true 
she was a Protestant — slightly an esprit 
fort: 

* Silence!' cried Neville, furiously. 
' No infetnt at its mother's breast is purer 
than my wife.' 

The hearty feeling of this outburst 
touched the good-natured little Frenchman. 

' Monsieur is not without heart/ he 
muttered. 

* Come,' interposed Sir Frederic, 
* there's no use getting angry ; and we 
only half-understand each other.' 

^ There is a lady of rank,' he put in. 
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with unconscious tact, *at present in 
Paris — the dear friend of Madame Ne- 
ville, your cousin, who speaks French like 
an angeL If Monsieur could spare time 
to accOTipany us to Meurice's, she will 
fully explain all things/ 

At the mention of a lady, the French- 
man subsided a good deal ; and after 
speaking to a subordinate, and lockinj]^ 
up sundry drawers and desks, he de- 
clared himself ready to accompany 
Messieurs. 



Though but a few hours had elapsed 
since Sir Frederic had spoken so q)enly 
as to his sentiments, he was so much in- 
terested in the matter in hand, that he 
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met Miss Delvigne with little or no 
embarrassment, a grave and distant re- 
spect marked his manner. 

It was announced, on inquiring from 
her maid, that *Miss Delvigne was in- 
disposed, with a bad headache, and lying 
down.* 

*Give her my card,' said Neville, 
hastily tracing a line in pencil upon it. 

* Delvigne ! rnais comment ? ' cried M. 
Dupuis. 

*Wait awhile, the lady will tell you 
all about it.' 

Neville's card and message brought the 
heiress very quickly to their presence, 
and she, blushing vividly as she met Sir 
Frederic's eye, soon comprehended the 
tableau. 
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After some quiet explanation, the 
sanguine Frenchman began to perceive 
the true position of affairs, and to glean, 
as he imagined, that his little cousin had 
made a great parti. 

He immediately began to hope that 
her disappearance was but temporary — 
that she could not long live apart from 
a husband so worthy and so distinguished 
— that all things would terminate happily, 
and the belle enfant reign triumphant in 
the most brilliant circles of London — 
perhaps even now a letter, full of intelli- 
gence and good tidings, was awaiting him, 
the faithful friend, at his domicile. * Man 
Dieu I ' he would fly at once to see. He 
had the honour to salute Mademoiselle. 
He would keep himself en rapport with 



Ik: 
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Monsieur/ his much-esteemed cousin, 
&c., &c. 

There was a time when Neville would 
have shrunk not a little from the kindred 
thus claimed by the good little Alphonse, 
now it mattered not. 

Undertaking to put the police on the 
alert to discover any possible trace of the 
lost girl which might be found in France, 
and which, as a native, he could better 
do, he bid them an elaborate adieu. 

*You know there is not the least use 
in it all,' said Miss Delvigne to Neville ; 
*she never crossed the Channel. She is 
in London, I feel an unaccountable con- 
viction.' 

* How is it then that we have fidled ? ' 
returned Neville, dejectedly 
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*I cannot tell; but what more is to 
be done — oh ! to sit idle is terrible when 
she—' 

Miss Delvigne stopped abruptly, the 
tears pouring down her pale cheek, and 
Sir Frederic made a movement towards 
her, which he hastily checked. 

* I feel unhinged, and am not like my- 
self,' she was beginning, apologetically, 
when Mrs. Coleman and her daughter 
entered, and the conversation became 
general, ending in an invitation from 
that respectable matron to dine and spend 
the evening, which Neville at first re- 
fused, and then, at the instigation of his 
fiiend, a<5cepted. 
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When the little party re-assembled at 
seven o'clock, Su- Frederic was a good 
deal disturbed at the kind of affectionate 
sisterly attention lavished by Miss Del- 
vigne on Neville. 

She silently drew forward the most 
comfortable &uteuil for his accommoda- 
tion, closed the window lest he should 
suffer from the draught, and seemed to 
make him a sort of screen between herself 
and Compton. 

The good-natured young Baronet felt 
almost sulky. *By Jove, that French 
gu'l will drown herself, or hang herself, 
and then Neville will marry the heiress ; ' 
but the next moment he laughed at 
his own fancies, and devoted himself 
to the amusement of Miss E. Coleman 
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with that remarkable success which not 
unusually attends the effwts of well-to-do 
baronets. 

The dinner finished, the little party was 
sufl&ciently well pleased with each other, 
not to separate after the meal was over. 
But Neville, unfit for exertion, availed 
himself of his reputation as an invalid to 
say good-night, considerably before Sir 
Frederic thought of stirring. 

He had not, however, been many mi- 
nutes gone, before, to the surprise of everj^ 

one, he returned again, holding a letter 
open m his hand. 

*This is an eventful day, Compton — 
here's a letter from Mr. Foster — found it 
in my room when I went up — ^he says my 
brother has been thrown out of a " Han- 
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som," and very seriously injured, that after 
lying insensible for several hours, he asked 
twice for me ; and your grandfather con- 
cludes, by recommending my immediate 
return.' 

* And you?' asked Sir Frederic, 
eagerly. 

' Will go at once ; that is, by the ear- 
liest train.' 

* Will it not knock you up terribly ? ' 
said Miss Delvigne. 

*No; I feel quite strong again! be- 
sides, wishing to see my brother, as he 
wishes it. Your strong impression respect- 
ing Marie, makes me anxious to be back 
once more in London.' 

With some hasty apologies to Mrs. 
Coleman for quitting her so unceremoni- 
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ously — the young men left together, Ne- 
ville, to make preparations, and write 
Monsieur Dupuis and his ' fides Achates ' 
to assist him. 



CHAPTER XIIL 



Despite the recovered strength of which 
Neville had boasted the day before to his 
friends, he felt giddy with fatigue when 
the cab drew up at his brother's elegant 
but quiet residence in Chester Square. 

The door was opened by a respectable 
female servant (instead of the usual epis- 
copal-looking butler), who, in reply to 
Neville's inquiries, informed him that his 
brother still lay at the house into which 
he had been carried when the accident 
first occurred, but that he was much 

VOL. II. 
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better, and considered out of immediate 
danger. 

* Just direct the driver, if you please/ 
said Neville, averse to unnecessary talk ; 
' and the shortest way.' 

After what seemed elaborate instruc- 
tions, they again proceeded, and Neville 
took little heed of the road — ^he mused 
upon the singularity of his brother's wish 
to see him — * Probably,' he thought, * now 
that death has approached, he sees the 
comparative small importance of my de- 
linquencies, and, with that instinctive feel- 
ing of clanship all we Northerners possess, 
craves for one of his own kin to be by 
him ; well, let by-gones be by-gones, if he 
will—' 

Here the cab drew up before a neat 
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bmkUbig of some arehitectoral pretensions, 
it might be a small meeting-house or the 
chief office of a gas company. 

^The left-hand entrance, sir/ said the 
cabman, opening the door — alter speaking 
to a i^oc^-headed boy with a hoop, who 
stood by. 

Neville walked across a small square of 
grass, through the centre of which was a 
paved footway, and rang at the modest 

doOT, which was quickly opened by his 

» 

Iwpother's profoundly respectable servant. 

* Oh, Captain Neville ! ' he said, seem- 
ingly well pleased, *we scarcely hoped 
you would arrive so soon ; my master has 
twice asked for you ; he is quite sensible 
this morning, will you please walk up ? ' 
^ Neville, with light step, entered the 
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darkened room; it was small, but exqui- 
sitely neat and clean. 

The bed on which the sufferer lay was 
a mere iron pallet, without ornament of 
any kind ; but a temporary curtain had 
been festened at the side next the window 
to exclude the light. 

The sick man lay asleep, his head 
wrapped in bandages ; and for some mo- 
ments Neville contemplated him, not with 
m vivid feeling, we confess, tat oolonred 
with one subject as all his thoughts now 
were, he reflected, that had he Marie by 
him in such an emergency, how tenderly, 
how lovingly she would nurse and cherish 
him. At this point m his musings, a gen- 
tle smile played round his brother's mouth 
_he opened his eyes with an expectant 
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look, and seemed disappointed when they 
fell on Guy. However, he smiled again, 
and feebly, still in silence, put out his 
hand. Guy, much struck by the unde- 
finable change which seemed to have 
passed over him, took it, and. thus Hie 
estranged brothers were for a few mo- 
ments, hand in hand, as though Hie dear- 
est and most sympathizing of Mends. 

* Glad to find you so much better,' said 
Guy, at last, with a little embarrassment. 

^Thanks be to God,' murmured his 
brother, in a weak voice ; * I had a mar- 
vellous escape. The horse in some way 
got his hind legs over the splashboard, 
and almost kicked me to death.* He 
paused. * But I feel I shall recover now, 
I am so well tended.' Another pause. 
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^ Much light seems to break in upon me/ 
he continued^ dreamily. ^I may have 
been harsh. I now feel that love is the 
whole falfilling of the law/ 

* He is wandering, poor fellow,' thought 
Guy, somewhat embarrassed how to reply. 

Here a small hand qoiefly lifted the 
cmlain, at the other side of the bed, and a 
sUght figure m a black dress, bearing a 
cap of some cooling drink, slid g^tly to 
the sofferer's side. 

So intent was the young girl on her 
office, that she had set down the cup on a 
small table before she heeded the visitor ; 
while he stood one moment trsmsfixed, the 
electric currents of joy, love, astonisdiunent, 
shivering through every vein — it was liis 
lost Marie I And before the halfHsup- 
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pressed cry of almost agonized delight had 
left her lips, he had caught her to his 
heart, exclaiming, — 

*My love, my life, my own Marie at 
lastf* 

Then the thirsty lips clung to hers, and 
all in utter disregard of her patient. 

Marie was the first to recover. 

* But poor Mr. Watson, we shall do him 
harm. Oh! dearest, I do not want to 
force myself upon you ; oh ! beloved, 
hold me to your heart again ! And how 
came you here ? What blessed chance ! 
But, see! I must not neglect my bene- 
factor. And, ah! our meeting has been 
too much for him ; he is feint He is like 
death. Oh ! come here. Eoberts.' 

And she ran to the door to summon the 
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experienced valet ; but even his skill was 
of no avaiL 

The doctor was sent for, and the first 
two hours of the ardently-anticipated 
meeting were ^pent by Marie and Neville 
in close attendance on the ^ iron-grey man,' 
whose condition terribly puzzled the 
erudite physician. 

* I left him so very much improved this 
morning; and now the whole nervous 
system seems to have received some 
tremendous shock. It was very impru- 
dent, tliough scarcely to be wondered at, 
(Japtain Neville, your giving such open 
expression to your feelings, in his pre- 
sence. It was, I admit, altogether an 
unprecedented position, and I must pre- 
scribe for Mrs. Neville, who, by the way, 
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is one of the best nurses I ever saw. She 
must not do any more than oversee in 
future; however, Til send in a very- 
respectable person,* &c., &c., and the 
worthy physician departed. 

When, at length, the * iron-grey man ' 
had sunk to repose, and the incoherent 
ramblings which so distressed his hearers 
were hushed, evening had closed in, and 
Neville was much in need of some refresh- 
ment. 

Ah! where is the pen that could con- 
vey the deep rapture of that simple meal, 
to which Marie would attend herseli^ 
though weak and trembling from pro- 
longed excitement, lavishing every watch- 
ftd care on her recovered idol, as though 
hers had been the transgression ? 



I 



202 'look before you leap/ 

To hang upon his words, to commise- 
rate his haggard cheek and smiken eyes, 
to revel in the assurance of his love, to 
feel the heavenly security, the unspeak- 
able rest of certainty in his affection, 
* never to part again,* while he could 
scarce bring himself to reUnquish his hold 
of her little hand for a moment. 

* But tell me, how has it all been ? 
How have you eluded our earnest search ? 
And my brother — by what strange chance 
do I find you in charge of him?' 

* Your brother ? How ? How comes 
Mr. Watson to be your brother ? * 

* Easily,* returned Neville. *He is 
only my half-brother ; and with his 
mother's fortune took her name. His 
real appellation is Neville Watson.' 
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*Let me see if he still sleeps,* said 
Marie, * then I will tell you all.' 

She stole quietly to the sick room; 
Neville almost held his breath till she 
fetumed. 

But it was with grave looks she joined 
him. 

* He is very restless,' she said ; * though 
asleep, he moans and murmurs. I must 
not leave him for long; I fiincy I can 
soothe him better than a stranger. But 
now I will tell you my history.' 

Beginning from their parting at Dover, 
she detailed the progress we have traced, 
very simply, yet with unconscious touches 
here and there, which struck Neville 
to the heart. What strength and con- 
stancy; what depths of love and pride 
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« 

and tenderness were in this gentle girl! 
And then the graceful shyness, which, 
after the first wUd rapture of their meet- 
ing, threw a sort of rosy transparent 
reserve over the expression of her love 
and joy ! 

The very paleness of her cheek, the 
soft shade of darkness which weary wateh- 
ing and patient grief had left beneath her 
eyes, were but new beauties to her de- 
lighted husband. 

* And when at last,' she thus continued 
her tale, * your good brother placed me so 
comfortably and respectably, I felt sadder 
than ever. I had no daily fears about 
winning my bread to disturb me, and so 
I thought of you all day, and dreamed 
of you all night. I scarce knew how 
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the time went by; but four days ago, 
after school had broken up, your brother 
called to see how we progressed. He 
had not been for some time, and was, oh ! 
so kind and gentle. I now know why 
his eyes made my heart thrill always — 
there is a kind of shadow of you in them, 
dearest, yet I feared him, too. Well, we 
talked much, and he strove to win my 
secret from me; and in trath, I never 
felt so much inclined to confide in him. 
But I kept silence still ; at last, and say- 
ing it was later than he thought, he bade 
me adieu. He was not many minutes 
gone, when I heard a confiision without, 
but I never heeded what went on in the 
street Then there was a trampling of 
feet, and knocking at my door. I opened 
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ity and beheld my bene&ctor lying like 
death — carried by many men, and covered 
wit;h blood. The horse had suddenly 
torned fiirious, and dragged round the 
cab— one of those Hansoms, you caU it 
— ^and got his hind leg over the board 
in front, and how Mr. Watson escaped 
with life none could telL I had him 
taken to my little chamber, and sent for 
Mrs. Bushel, the kind woman of whom I 
spoke to you. She knew where Mr. 
Watson resided, and sent word there. 
Then his servant came and brought a 
great doctor, and another gentleman whom 
I did not see ; so I watched him, for the 
great doctor would not hear of his being 
removed, and I was greatly rewarded in 
seeing that he would take nothing, save 
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from my hand, and that I could be of 
service to him. Is it not strange, Guy — 
dear Guy — ^that I should have found a 
kind friend in him who, if I remember 
right, would have been one of the most 
violent opponents of our marriage ? ' 

And she leant her cheek thoughtfully 
against his breast 

* Don't talk of that, darling,' he re- 
turned, *let our marriage date from this 
blessed meeting. Here — see I have kept 
your ring next my heart; let me place 
it on your finger once more, never — never 
again to be moved.' 

And Marie, returning his fond embrace, 
murmured, 

* Never I Never I ' 
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This long talk had been interrapted by 
frequent visits to the sufferer, whose in- 
creasing restlessness filled them with 
anxiety, and Neville and Marie mounted 
guard by turns .at his bedside through- 
out the night, and with the first dawn 
of day, the physician was again sum- 
moned. 

A week of constant watching and peril 
ensued. Neville Watson was delirious — 
and raved of the terrors of hell, of some 
dark crime he was doomed to expiate by 
unheard-of tortures — of heavenly joys, 
from which he was for ever shut out 
Yet, amid all his mental and bodily 
agony, he seemed to receive some vague, 
dim comfort from Marie's presence, fix)m 
the touch of her cool, soft hand 
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But all this by degrees subsided, and 
the loving care of his watchful attendants, 
the skill of the great doctor, as Marie 
called him, were rewarded, and Neville 
Watson, much emaciated, gaunt, and grim 
to look at, nevertheless clothed and in 
his right mind, was removed to his own 
house, whither Mr. and Mrs. Guy Neville 
accompanied him; for though he had 
apparently passed from the excitement 
of fever to a state of deep depression, and 
preserved an almost unbroken silence, 
he once spake with his lips, as he saw 
preparations making for his departure, 
and feebly holding out his hand to Guy 
and Marie, said, 

* Don't leave me — come with me — 
both.' 

VOL. II. P 
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So, behold the brothers, after having 
been swept so &r apart by the capricious 
tide of circnmstances, domiciled under the 
same roof^ and forming, with Marie, em- 
phatically a &mily. 



CHAPTER XIY. 



All that we have detailed above ought, 
of course, to have been broken by anxious 
visits of inquiry from Mr. Foster, and 
letters from Sir Frederic, who, notwith- 
standing his friendship and anxiety, pre- 
ferred remaining in Pans. 

» 

Miss Delvigne also wrote rapturously, 
and besieged her guardian with entreaties 
to be brought back that she might rejoice 
with her friend. To this Mr. Foster not 
unwillingly agreed, and as soon as a 
proper escort could be found, the young 
heiress returned to London, and took up 
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her abode in her guardian's gloomy resi- 
dence, spending a large share of each day 
with her friend Mrs. Neville. Mr. Foster, 
however, was far from satisfied ; for that 
unaccomitable young scapegrace. Sir 
Frederic Compton, instead of showing his 
usual devotion to Neville's affairs, and 
returning to assist in arranging them, had 
chosen to start for Germany, in company 
with Mr. and Mrs. Coleman, and their 
fair-haired, affected daughter — anything 
more absurd and contradictory could not 
be conceived ! Mr. Foster fidgeted abont 
it a good deal. His first meeting with 
Marie was at once a source of triumph 
and of laughter to his ward. 

She, the despised French teacher, was 
suddenly installed as mistress of his part- 
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ner's house — a partner, whose force of 
character made him considerably the old 
gentleman's master. 

Mrs. Neville was in her favourite cos- 
tume of black silk, and employed in 
writing to Sir Frederic Compton, and 
Miss Delvigne, looking very pale and 
depressed, sat beside her, pretending to 
work. The stiff solidity of a bachelor's 
drawing-room was somewhat toned down 
by the introduction of work-boxes, writing- 
books, and belongings of Mrs. Neville. 

Mr. Watson was propped in an easy- 
chair — the composure of exhaustion, ra- 
ther than that of mind, stilling his gaunt, 
stern face. 

When Mr. Foster was announced, Mrs, 
Neville rose to meet him witih the calm 
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self-possession of an assured position. 
The old gentleman felt bewildered at the 
change of all things; the simple, good- 
breeding of Gruy Neville's wife emphati- 
cally put him in his place. 

He bowed, and took her hand with an 
attempted compliment, which she received 
with an indulgent smile; and then he 
occupied himself with his partner. But 
here he could not get rid of Marie ; for if 
Mr. Watson wanted a paper, or a quota- 
tion from the prices current, or any kind 
of assistance, he invariably appealed to 
Mrs. Neville, as he always termed his 
young sister-in-law, with fond respect 

All parties by tacit consent appeared 
to ]>UTy the past in oblivion, and even the 
future was not mentioned, partly because 
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the present was so delicious, partly be- 
cause the * iron-grey' brother must not 
be disturbed. 

With the mental operations of this 
latter personage, our story has not to do ; 
though we would fain display them — ^an 
author, of course, being able to discern 
those conflicts which are (fortunately for 
the dignity of human nature) hidden from 
other eyes. 

Neville Watson's battles with himself, 
however, would have done him no dis- 
credit, and though sorely shaken by the 
contest, he carried forth both sword and 
shield, while his whole nature seemed 
mellowed and purified by the storm that 
thus cleared his moral atmosphere. 

* He has had a terrible shake,' said old 
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Mr. Foster, confidentially, to his head 
clerk; * never knew a man so altered— 
shouldn't be surprised now if he sank into 
a regular invalid, and fell completely into 
the hands of that little designing French 
woman.' 

Nevertheless, Neville Watson slowly 
gained strength. 

Some days after the interview we have 
described, as Miss Delvigne and Marie 
Neville were sitting at luncheon^ Sir 
Frederic Compton was most unexpectedly 
announced. 

He entered with his usual frank, plea- 
sant smile. 

*Well, Mrs. Neville, I could punish 
myself no longer. I have been longing to 
see you, so here I am.' 
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* And why the deuce then did you go 
oflF on that German excursion ? ' cried Ne- 
ville, shaking the young Baronefs hand 
with hearty cordiality; *I never knew 
such a fellow ! ' 

* Miss Delvigne!' exclaimed Sir Frederic, 
colouring ; * I did not expect to have the 
pleasure of seeing you here.* 

* If you prefer it, I'll go away,' she re- 
turned, with such undisguised petulance, 
that both Neville and Marie burst out 
laughing, and Sir Frederic visibly bright- 
ening, began an elaborate explanation. 

* You must be considerably stupified by 
your Continental rambles, my dear fellow,' 
interrupted Neville, * if you did not know 
the very most likely place to find Miss 
Delvigne was with us.' 
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Sir Frederic laughed, hesitated, and 
then said, — 

* Well, if I were not afiraid to say so, 
perhaps I did.' 

* How did you leave Mrs. Coleman ? ' 
asked Miss Delvigne, colouring ; and soon 
after she left the room. 

*Ah, Neville!' cried Sir Frederic; 
' what an unlucky fellow I am I you see 
she can't bear me, and I — I am wild about 
her. Isn't it too bad ? — and I protest there 
are lots of girls would think me a nice 
young man enough,' he concluded, with a 
rueful kind of laugh. * Do you think, Mrs. 
Neville, she will ever come round.' 

*0h! I would not offer an opinion,' 
returned Marie, demurely. * Why do you 
not ask her yourself ? ' 
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*So I did once. Yet, stay! No, I 
didn't. I said she must be disgusted with 
me, or something to that effect, and she 
did not contradict me.' 

*Pooh, man,' cried Neville; * don't be 
so easily put off! Go now; I dare say 
she is in the drawing-room alone. Ask 
her straightforward, and put an end to all 
uncertainties.' 

* It's a tremendous effort, eh ? Give me 
the sherry ! ' 

He drained a bumper, exclaiming, 
* Here's success,' and hastily left the room. 

* I trust it will all go right,' said Mrs. 
Neville to her husband, anxiously, *but 
she is a little peculiar.' 

^Everythiing goes right now,' replied 
Neville, fondly. 
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Some half-an-hour after Mr. Foster 
arrived to see Mr. Watson, and afl;er 
exchanging salutations with Captain and 
Mrs. Neville, expressed a wish to speak 
to the former on his descent from his 
partner's room. Marie and Neville there- 
fore waited very patiently, and at length 
the old gentleman came in, with a porten- 
tous expression of countenance, and began • 
an harangue somewhat solemnly, 

* Captain Neville, your brother has been 
making a proposition to me, about which, 
before I entertain it, I should like to have 
some conversation with you.' 

Here the door opened, and enter 
Sir Frederic Compton, triumphantly, 
radiant, leading after him the young 
heiress, who, though a tear glistened on 
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her long eye-lashes, looked demurely- 
pleased. 

' What ! you here, my dear sir ? * cried 
Sir Frederic. *Just in time. Here is 
your dutiful ward, and your equally obe- 
dient grandson, come to beg your blessing. 
Neville ! dear old boy ! I am the happiest 
fellow in existence. Miss Delvigne, my 
dear Mary, has deigned to forgive and 
overlook all my mistakes, and take me for 
better, for worse ! ' 

* Eh ! God bless my soul ! my dear boy, 
you don't say so. Come here, my child,' 
— to Miss Delvigne — 'God bless you. 
Bless me, I thought you had gone off to 
Germany, at a tangent ; and it's all right 
now ; no more fear of mistakes ? ' 

'No fear of anything! But, my dear 
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grand-dad, you've a promise to fulfil. 
You promised that the day I was married 
to Miss Delvigne, you'd take Neville into 
the bank as a partner ; and Miss Delvigne, 
for Mendship's sake, will fix an early 
day.' 

* Not so fest, Fred. But, as I did say 
something about the matter, and my part- 
ner has espoused your view of the case, I 
will tell what I do agree to ; that, if on 
making himself acquainted with the 
routine of the business. Captain Neville 
would like to become a banker, he shall 
be a junior partner, Mr. Neville Watson 
placing 10,000?. as Mrs. Neville's fortune, 
in the concern. Eh, Fred ? ' 

« « « # 

Up with the curtain for the last tableau. 
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A tasteftdly-furnished dining-room in 
Captain, now Mr. Neville's, elegant though 
unassuming villa, in the new and improv- 
ing neighbourhood of Notting Hill; the 
table is spread with fruit and flowers, and 
Sir Frederic and Lady Compton, and Mr. 
Neville Watson, are the guests of our old 
friends. 

It is June, some six years after the 
close of our last scene; the perftime of 
mignonette and clematis comes through 
the open French windows. 

The * iron - grey man,' considerably 
greyer than when we first saw him, holds 
a little fiiir-haired girl of three years old 
on his knee — a tiny graceful thing, with 
lustrous, beseeching, dark eyes — ^won- 
drously dark, to be accompanied by such 
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fair locks ; and she plays with his watch- 
chain, and clings to him with undefinable, 
sympathetic love, which nothing can 
imitate or explain. 

* Dear uncle/ said Mrs. Guy Neville, 
who is looking handsomer than ever — * we 
must not let you spoil that little one so 
much.' 

The uncle only replied by pressing a 
kiss on the little head, every fair curl of 
which was dearer to him than all the 
wealth in the coffers of Foster and Co. 

' My little Marie will spoil uncky by- 
and-by, when he is a weak old man — 
which will be soon, Compton,' he added — 
' for since your grandfather's death, I 
have felt the business too much for 
me; but I have a good successor, I 
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never thought that an ex - dragoon 
would make so wide-a-wake a banker, 

* That metamorphose is due to you, 
Mrs. Neville,' said Sir Frederic. 

*What a row they are making,' said 
Guy, rising to look at a couple of children, 
who, with their attendants, were making 
the garden ring with shouts of glee — one 
a large-boned, blue-eyed, tawny-haired, 
boy, of about five, was rolling a slight, 
active, black-haired, dark imp, a year 
younger than himself, over and over on 
the grass, in spite of the exertions of a 
dignified nurse. 

*I hope they will always be Mends,' 
said Lady Compton, who had grown softer 
and more sentimental smce her marriage. 

VOL. n. Q 
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' He is too much for your little fellow, 
Lady Compton,' said Neville, laughing; 
^ I must teach him fair play/ 

* Better, still, dear Guy,' said Marie, 
slily — * Teach him " to look before he 
leaps! 
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THE END. 
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MEMOIES OP A MINISTEB OP STATE. 

By M. GUIZOT, Author of • Life of Oliver Cromwell,' &c 

" The public will appreciate highly the ex-minister's reminiscences. The suhjects treated are 
the dramatic inddents of the dead emperor's voyage— the Paris fortifications — the visit of Queen 
Victoria to Louis Philippe at the Chftteau d'En— the visit of the Emperor Nidiolas to England— 
the trial of Qnenlsset— and a masterly exposition of the fierce conflict of ideas ^diidi oooBtitated 
the political and intellectual life of France between 1840 and lSAS."—AjUiencBum. 



HANS CHRISTIAH ANBERSE5. 



In post 8V0., lot. 6d., 

IN SPAIN— A NAEEATIVE OF TEAVEL IN 1863. 

By HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN, Author of the ' Improviaatore.' 

Translated by Mrs. Bushbt. 

" A happy Journey through the Iberian peninsula. The peninsula has often been painted by 
admiring artists, but none have given such brilliant tints to the sketch as Hans Christuui Ander* 
sen."— Spectator 

" This is a very interesting travel book by a writer always graceftil and attractive. Andersen 
groups in a series of chapters, each i^portioned to a separate city, pleasant sketches of than. He 
is one of the most genial and picturesque of modem Danish writers." — Examiner. 

" The freah, vigorous utterance of the impressions made upon a man of genius by what he 
saw in a romantic land on visiting it fox Uie f^t Vicoft Vu hia life."— Z/oily News. 



FUBLISHEB IN OEDINAEY TO HEE MAJESTY. 



LADY HOBNBY. 



In 8vo., with beautiful Chromo-litbograpbs, 

CONSTANTINOPLE DUEING THE CEIMEAN WAR 

By LADY HORNBY. 

" A genial, gentle, observant, chatty Englishwoman, here sketches the Osmanli, his habits, 
his harem, and the very perutralia and penates of his life with genuine ease and grace. This 
work is not only valuable as a picture of Stamboul and the Turks, b^t as a representation of (he 
fervid life whicli filled Pera and Therapia during the Crimean war."— yt'mcs. 

" We can only advise everyone to read this very thoughtful and lively volume." — Saturday 
Heview. 



GEOBGE E. J. POWELL AND EISIKUB HAGHTTSSON. 



In 8vo., with 25 Illustrations, 10s. 6d, 

LEGENDS OF ICELAND. 

By JON ARNASON. Translated by GEORGE POWELL and E. MAGNUSSON. 

** This new volume cannot fall to take its place in every good library, and be equally welcome 
to the young. The style is beautifully crisp, pointed, and pure, and Mr. Powell may congratulate 
himself warmly on his success " — Spectator. 



C. D. YONGE. 



In 2 vols., SVC 42s., 

HISTOEY OF THE BEITISH NAVY, FEOM THE 
EAELIEST PEEIOD DOWN TO THE PEESENT TIME. 

By CHARLES DUKE YONGE. 

" For the industry, research, and ability which characterize these volumes, they merit high 
commendation. The great naval battles are described with extraordinary power and distinct- 
ness. We cannot remember any instance of word palming in which the picture produced is more 
real and vivid. As a military history, the great excithig elements are carefUUy marshalled in 
their proper places. Such achievements as have illustrated our naval system, are recorded with 
much force and vividness. Mr. Yonge's work will be regarded as complete, patriotic, and im- 
partial, and everyone will admit it to be ably and elegantly written." — Daily News, 



ATTGTTSTIK P. O'BEIEir, 



Post 8vo., Is, 6d, 

ST. PETEESBUEG AND WAESAW.— BEING A VISIT 
TO RUSSIA AND POLAND IN 1863-64. 

By ADG0STIN P. O'BRIEN. 
Wltb Photograph of the BtusUn Boyal Vmily. 



f, niCHAKD BENTLET, NEW BUBLIKGTON STREET, 

Jn Crown 4to^ with Magnifioent EmMemaUc Gorer, detlgiied by JOHIY LEIGHTON, F^.A. 

2K., or in Moroooo, extn, 38*. 

THE ILLUSTBATED INGOLDSBT LEGENDS. 

From Sixty Original Dntwings by CRaiKSHANK, LEECH, and TENNIEL. 

** There oonid not be a more pleasant book than * The Ingoldsby Legend^/ Illustrated by three 
such men as Leech, CmilcKhank, and Tennlel* what can be more temptingr— TYmet. 

** It In taperflaons to praine ' The Ingoldsby Legends.' Mr. Bentlqr has published an edUbm 
de luaoe of what Is now an English classic."— ^Sdfamiay Revitw. 



CAFTAnr KVieHT. 



In 8vo., with 44 lUostrations, 21«., 

DIAEY OF A PEDESTEIAN IN CASHMEEE AND 

THIBET. 

By Oapt KNIGHT, 48tb Regiment 

" >Vhoever takes any Interest in the lakes, valleys, and moantains of beaatifal Cashmere, or 
the strange country of Thibet, its people, gods, or temples, cannot do better than consult this 
amusing ' Diary of a Pedestrian.' "—Morning Herald. 

" Is illustrated with oome clever woodaitii and chromo-lithographs ; he describes with ease 
and cleverness."— G^Mordtan. 



PIEKBJE ntVIKG. 



In 4 vols., and Index, post Svo., 87«., 

LIFE AND LETTEES OF WASHINGTON lEVING. 

By his Nephew, PIERRE IRVING. 
" The whole work is fall of interest to every Englishman."— rA< Reader. 



THE LATEST NOVELS. 



LADT GEOS0IAKA FTTLLESTOK. 



In 3 voISm post 8vo. 

TOO STEANGE NOT TO BE TEUK 

By LADY GEORGIANA FULLERTON, Author of • LodybirtL' 

" The story is wonderAil and full of interest, and Lady FuUerton tells it well. Some of the 
characters are touched off with cuusiderable skill, as the colonel, the chamberlain, and the barge- 
man's daughter, Simonette." — Timet. 

*' A graceful, womanly story. One is glad, in these days when English novels are beghming to 
compete with French in vice, to fhid a writer like Lady FuUerton. This work is of a morality m> 
pure, that joung people, to whom works of fiction are in general forbidden, may read it with profit 
ttM well OB plea&xae.'—Athefnaswm. 



PUBLISHER IN ORDINARY TO HER MAJESTY. 



AUTHOR OF •• MIRIAM MAT.*' 



In a vols., post 8V0., 

BLACK MOSS. 

By tho Author of ' Miriam May/ 

" ThU work will be more widely popular than the author's preceding novels. It Is more 
powerful and or more general Intereitt. The love story Is graoeful and noble, and it akMunds 
throughout wUh striking passages and scenes of great power.'^— i/om»n9 ^*^' ^ 



0. p. R. JAMES. 



In a vols., post 8vo., 

BERNAED MARSH. 

By the late Q. P. R. JAMES, Author of ' Richelieu.' &c. 

" The character of Bernard Marsh is drawn with great delicacy, strength, and beauty. Lucy 
IjUDgdale, his betrothed, is one at tho most attractive of Mr. James's heroines, in every sense 
this Is a pleading book, and it will, no doubt, be gladly welcomed by the public as a worthy 
memento of Mr. (i. P. K. James."— ifoititn^ Post, 



In 3 vols., post 8vo. 

A WOMAN AGAINST THE WOELD. 

A NOVEL. 

" We are bound to admit that ' A Woman Against the World ' is one of the most promising 
novclB of the pa'sent d^y.^—Atkenaum, 

" Thoro is admirable description of the localities of the tale, clever sketches of character, and 
more tliau one inciduut which works the imagluaiion up to fever point. Occasional ludicrous 
touches, OA that of tho Welsh sermon, and a high purpose, strong through all, stamp this book 
with numerous claims to praltte."— frto^. 

" rho huruitio of * A VVuman Against the World' is, at the commencement, a young and 
l>cautilul peasant-girl, but afterwords, in spite of every obstacle, succeeds in raising hei«clf almost 
to tliu t^>p of tho social ladder. As the story proceeds it becomes deeply interesting. Tlie work 
abounds in dry and racy humour, which is very amusing.— i>tt6iin E^tening Mail, 



RALPH VYVYAN. 



in a vols., post Svo., 

BEEAKERS A-HEAD. 

A NOVEL. 

*' A (lashing novel, with every prospect of success. The story is clever and well constructed, 
of a lively, easy style, which is at once racy and piquant."— Jtfomtny i'oit. 



J. SHERIDAN LE rAKXT. 



In 3 vols., post 8vo. 

WYLDEE'S HAND. 

By JOSEPH SHERIDAN LE FANU. 

«" Wylder's Hand' is a remarkable stoiy; it is well put together, and the .mystery is very 
rlcverJy kept up."— iltA«meui»t. 



S RICHARD BENTLEY, NEW BURLINGTON STREET, 



AUTHOB OF " OIADTS THE BEAPEB." 



In 3 ▼Ota., poet Svo^ 

NOTHING YENTUEE, NOTHING HAVK 

67 ANNIE BEALE; 
Author of ' Glady's the Reaper,' * Simplicity and Fascioation.* 



OUBEBT DTCE. 



Second Edition. In 2 vols., post 8vo., 

BELLA DONNA ; OE, THE CEOSS BEFOEE THE 

NAME. 

By GILBERT DYCli. 

" The interest lies in the skilful manner in which the plot is worked out by the subtle brain 
and artful carriage of the heroine. A certain mystery seems to envelop her Irom first to last." — 
Saturday Jieview. 



MBS. HENBY WOOD. 



THE SHADOW OF ASHLYDYAT. 

By Mrs. HENRY WOOD, Author of * East Lynnc,* 'Channings,' Sec. 

Second Edition. In 3 vols., post Svo., 

^' Is the best novel that Mrs. Wood has written. It has not the painful interest of * EaFt 
Lynne,' but it is a better-constructed siory ; and for steadily accumulating interest, ¥Pe do iict 
know a novel of the present day to be compared with it." — Athenaum. 



In crown 8vo., 6<.. the Fourth and Cheaper Edition of 

NED LOCKSLEY, THE ETONIAN. 

With two beautiful Illustrations, uniform with ' East Lynne.' 

" The new comer, whom we now hail, writes with force, with heart, with knowledge, and— 
what we want most in a novelist— with freshness." — Times. 

*' This book is entitled to the highest commendation, and will be read with avidity by young 
and old."— Morning Post. 



In 2 vols., post 8V0., the Second Edition of 

MILDEINGTON, THE BAEEISTEE. 

" There is a good deal of cleverness in ' Mildrington, the Barrister.' It is written in a sharp, 
quick manner, by one who is accustomed to society." — Athenaum. 
*' lis scenes of society are ably done."— frew. 
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MR. BENTLEY'S 



CATALOaUE OF BOOKS 



ADVENTUKES OF ANDKEW DEVEEEL IN NEW 

GUIXEA, CALIFORNIA, AND THE SPANISH MAIN. A Love Stoiy. 2 vols, 
fcap. 8vo. 6«. 

AFRICAN HUNTING FROM NATAL TO THE ZAMl 

BflSI, LAKE NOAMI, KALAHARI, FROM 1852 to 1860. By WILLIAM CHARLKS 
BALDWIN, F.GJ3. In a handsome Volume, 8vo., with Fifty beautiful Illustrations 
by Wolff and Zwkckbr, with a Map, and Portrait of the Author. Second £diUon. 
Price 15a. 

** Mr. Baldwin's Is one of the most extraordinary records W0 have ever met with ; and 
a more exciting, interesting, or genuine book has seldom fallen into the hands of the 
])ublic." — JJaily yewt. 

ALEXANDER'S (COL. SIR JAMES) INCIDENTS OF 

THE LAST MAORI WAR IN NEW ZEALAND. Post 8vo., with lUustrallon and 
Map. 10a. 6d. 

ANECDOTES OP ANIMALS. With Eight Spirited lUus- 

tratious by Wolff. Gilt edges. 5«. 
" Specially adapted to be put into the hands of young readers."— J^oAn Bull. 

ANDERSEN'S (HANS CHRISTIAN) ICE MAIDEN. 

Translated from the Danish by Mrs. BUSHBY. Small royal, with 39 beautiful Illus- 
trations by ZwbcKEB. 10a. 6d. 

" A perfectly new and fanciful Swiss story." — Examiner, 

" With exquisite illustratious." — J/ublin Evening Jtail. 

IN SPAIN. Translated from the Danish by 

MPJS. BUSHBY. Post8vo. 10a. 6cl. 

*• A very interesting travel-book, by a writer always grareful and attractive. 
Aiidorrtoii is the most picturesque of modern Danish writers."— i/xaminer. 

ANDROMACHE OF EURIPIDES; with Suggestions and 

Questions at the foot of each page ; together with Copious Grammatical and Critical 
Notes: also with a Brief Introductory Accountof the Greek Drama, DialectR, and Principal 
TrenAc Metres. By the Rev. J. EDWARDS, MJl., and Rev. G. HAWKINS, D.GJi. 
Used at Eton. is. 6d. 



Vol. 1. SENSE AND SENSIBILITY. 

2. EMMA. 

3. MANSFIELD PARK. 
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AKCHBISHOPS OF CANTEKBUEY, FEOM ST. AU- 

GUSTINE TO I)R HOWLEY, LIVES OK. By Ihc Rpv. WALTER FARQUHAR 
HOOK. D.D.. F.RJS.. Dean of Chichester. Vols. L and II. 8vu. 33t, 

VoL I. lbs. Augagtine to Stigand. 

Vol. II. las. Lanfnuice to Stephen Langton, including A'Becket and Anaelm. 

" The work of a powerfal mind, and of a noble and generous temper."— (Guardian. 

AUCKLAND'S (LOED) DIARY AND COREESPOND- 

ENCE. With a l^reface and Introduction by the Right Hon. and Right Rpv. the BISHOP 
OF BATH AND WELLS. With Portraitti of Lord and Lady Auckland. 4 vols. 
8^0. 21«. 

AT ODDS. A NOVEL. By the Authoress of the ' Initials/ 

* Quits !' 2 vols, post 8vo. 6«. 

AUSTEN'S (MISS JANE) NOVELS. A complete Library 

Edition. In 5 vols, small 8vo, with Ten Illustrations, lis. 6d. 

VoL 4. NORTHANOER ABBEY and 
PERSUASIO.^. 
6. PRIDE AND PREJUDICE. 

" Miss Austen has a talent for describing the feelings, which is to me the most 
wonderful I ever met with. Her exquisite touch, which renders cummon-place things and 
characters interesting from the truth of the description and the sentiment^ l^ denied to 
me."^Sir Walter Scott. 

AUTOBIOGKAPHY (THE) OF THE EAKL OF DUN- 

DONALD (LORD COCHRANE). Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, with Portrait. 2U. 

Popular Edition, with a Portrait and 

Four Charts. Small 8vo. 5«. 

" Is full of brilliant adventures, described with a dash that well befits the deeds."— 
Times, 

AUTOBIOGKAPHY OF A WOEKING MAN. By the 

HON. MISS EDEN. Is. 

BALDWIN'S (WILLIAM CHAKLES) AFEICAN HUNT- 

TING, FROM NATAL TO THE ZAMBESI, FROM 1852 to 1860. With fifty beauOful 
Illustrations by Wolff and Zwecker. Map and Portrait. 8vo. Ihs. 

** Mr. Baldwin's is the best, most spirited, and most genial volume we have had on 
African Hunting and African Natural History."— Jfomtn^ Herald. 

BATTLES OF THE WOKLD, THE FIFTEEN De- 
cisive.— from MARATHON TO WATERLOO. By PROFESSOR (now SIR 
EDWARD) CREASY. Thirteenth Edition. 8vo. 10«. 6i. 

BEDE'S (CUTHBEET) TOUE IN TAETAN LAND. A 

WORK FOR HIGHLAND TOURISTS. By CUTHBERl' BEDE, Author of • Glen^ 
creggan.* Post 8vo. Is. Gd. 

** Full of charms ; if any of us are going to Scotland we cannot do better than look over 
this entertaining volume." — John Bull. 

BELLA DONNA; OE, THE CEOSS BEFORE THE 

NAME. A NOVEL By GILBERT DYCE. Second Edition. 2 vols, post 8 vo. 218. 

'\Mr. Dyce possesses rare power. This is one of the most successful novels of the 
season." —Spectator. 

BENTLEY BALLADS (THE). A Selection from " BENT- 

LEY'S MISCELLANY," Including Ballads and Legends by DR. MAGINN, FATHER 
PROUT, SAMUEL LOVER, ALBERT SMITH, THE IIUSH WHISKEY DRINKER, 
LONGFELLOW, &c In smaU favo. 6«. 
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BENTLEY'S FAVOUEITE NOVELS. With Two lUus- 

trations to each volume. Grown 8vo. 6«. each. 

QUrrS! By the Author of • Initials,' 6«. 

EAST LYNNE. By Mra. HfclNRY WOOD. 6«. 

THE CH ANNINGS. By the Author (.f • East Lynne.' 6«. 

MRS. HALLIBURTON'S IROUBLES. By Mre. HENRY WOOD. 6«. 

NKl) LOCKSLEY.THE ETONIAN. 6«. 

INITIALS. By the Author of • t^ults !' * At Odds,' &c. 6». 

LAST OF THK CAVALIEKS. A Romance. 6». 

POPULAE NOVELS. In Neat Vols. Fcap. 



8vo. 2<. 6(2. 

1. RI PA : an Autobiography. 

2. THE SEMl-DKTACHEl) HOUSE. 

3. rUE LAIJIES OF Bfc:VER HOLLOW. 

4. VILLAGE BfclLLES. 



5. EAS TON. By the Hon. Lena Eden. 

6. THE SKASON IICKET. 

7. THK SEMl-ATTACHED COUPLE. 

8. NKLLY ARMSTRONG. 



Also, in Fcp. 8vo. 3*. Bd. 
9. THE THREE CLERiiS. By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 

— QUAETEKLY EEVIEW. Two Vols. 8vo. 



Very neatly half-bound, 10«. 6d., or in Four Parts, Is. 6(i. 

BENTLEY (TALES FEOM). Being a Selection of the best 

Stories that have appeared in 'BENTLEY'S MISCELLANY.' 4 vols., It. 6d. each. 
Sold separately. Or 2 vols, cloth. 6*. 

BEENAED MAESH. A NOVEL. By the late a. P. E. 

JAMES, Author of • Richelieu,' &c 2 vols, post 8vo. 21«. 

BOSWELL— LETTEES OF JAMES, TO THE Eev. WM. 

TEMPLK. 8vo. 10».6d. 

BOUTELL'S (Eev. C.) HEEALDEY : HISTOEICAL AND 

POPULAR. By the Rev. CHARLES BOUTELL, M.A. Third Edition, 850 IllustratioDB 
Demy 8vo. 

BEIGANTINE (THE). A Story of Naval Adventure. By 

JAMES PASCOE. 2 vols, post 8vo. tt. 

BEITISH NAVY (HISTOBy OF THE) FEOM THE 

COMMENCEMENT OF THE RRVOLCTIONAEY WAK TO THE BATTLE OF 
NAVARINO. By W. JAMES. In vols, amall 8vo. set. 

BEOAD AEEOW (THE), A NOVEL. 2 Vols. Post 8vo. 

lot. 6d, 

BEOWNE'S (Professor) HISTOEY OF EOMAN CLASSI- 
CAL LITERATURE. By R. W. BROWNE, M.A., Ph.D., Prebendary of St. Paul's, and 
Professor of Classical Literature in King's College, London. 8vo. Vis. 

" It is the result of great research and profound study, but it is also entertaining, aii«» 
cannot fail to be attractive to all." — Momivg Post. 

BUCKLAND'S (FEANCIS) CUEIOSITIES OF NATTJEAL 

HISTORY. 1st Series. liats. Snakes, Serpents, Fishes, Frogs, Monkeys, &c. Small 
8vo. 6«. 



(Second Series). Fossils, Bears, 



Wolves, Cats, Eagles, Hedgehogs, the Rigs, Eels, Herrings, Whales, Pigs, &c., &c 
Small ttvo. is, 

BUEGOYNE — MELITAEY OPINIONS OF GENEEAL 

THE HON. SIR JOHN UUliUOYNE, K.C.B. 8va. U. M. 
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BUTLEB (LADY EACHEL) — THE PROPHECY. A 

Novel. In 2 vols, post 8vo. 6«. 
** Possesses all the requisites of an exciting romanoe.** — Morning Pott, 

BYE -LANES (THE) AND DOWNS OF ENGLAND, 

WITH TURF 8CEXES AN i) CHARACTERS. By 8YLVANU8. Containing SIcetches 
of Epsom, Chester, Newmarket, and all the notes of the principal laoe-coarses in &igland 
Witb memoirs of Turf Notables, and Members of the Ring. Fcap. 8vo. 2m. 6d. 

•• Very readable and entertaining." — Preu, 

CAEEY (Lient.-CoL)— THE WAE IN NEW ZEALAND 

OF 1860— 6L Post 8vo. 6«. 

CASHMEEE AND THIBET, DIAEY OP A PEDES- 

THJAX IN. By Captain KNIGHT, 48th Regiment. 8vo., with 45 fine Woodcats and 
Litbographs. 2K. 

CAWNPORE — Captain THOMSON'S STORY OF. By 

Captain MOWBRAY THOMPSON. Post 8to. 10<. 6<1 lUiutntions. 

CHANNINGS (THE). By the Author of 'East Lynne/ 

3 vols. Post 8vo. Is. 6(2. 

CHANNINGS (THE). By Mrs. HENRY WOOD. Unifonn 

with 'East Lynne.' Forming one of the Favourite Novels. With Two Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo. 6*. 

CHATTEETON'S (Lady) SELECTIONS FEOM THE 

WRITINGS OF PLATO, i'cap. 8vo. 4». 
** An elegant volume of selections." — Quarterly Beview, 

HEIRESS AND HER LOVERS. 



A NoveL 3 vols. Post avo. Is. 6d. 

CHRISTMAS AT OLD COURT. By the Author of ' WHte- 

friars.' Post «vo. 10s. 6d. 

CLIFFORD'S (EDMUND) LIFE OF THE GREATEST 

OF THE I'LAKTAGEXETSj an Hlstcrical Sketch. 8vo. 10*. 6d. 

COLLINS' (W. WILKIE) RAMBMSS BEYOND RAIL- 

WAYS; or ^otes taken afoot in Cornwall; to which Is added a Viiiit to the Sdlly 
Islands. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

CONSTANTINOPLE DURING THE CRIMEAN WAR. 

By Lady HORNBY. Royal 8vo., with Chromo-Lithographs. 2I«. 

•• We can only recommend everyone to read this very thoughtful and lively volume." — 
Saturday Review, 

COOK'S GUIDE, THE. By CHARLES ELMfe FRAN- 

CATELLI, Author of the ' Modem Cook.''^ In small 8vo. With Forty lUustratlona. 5s. 

*' Exceedingly plain." — Times. 

'* Intended mainly for the middle class."— OZxeroer. 

CREAM OF A LIFE (THE). By A MAN OF THE 

WORLD. A Novel. 3 vcb*. post 8vo. Is. Gd. 

>* A clever aud entertainiTig Uok." -LctuIou Kerietc. 
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OBEAST (SIE EDWAKD)— THE FIFTEEN DECISIVE 

BATTLES OF THE WORLD— FROM MARATHON TO WATERLOO. Thirteenth 
Edition. 8vo. 1(X. Bd, 

'* It was a happy idea of Professor Creasy to select for military description those few 
battles which, in the words of Hallam, ' A contrary event would have essentially varied 
the drama of the world in all its subsequent scenes.' The decisive features of the battles 
are well and clearly brought out ; the reader's mind is attracted to the world* wide import- 
ance of the event he is considering, while their succession carries him over the whole 
stream of European history."— iSpcctaior. 

HISTOEY OF THE RISE AND PROGEESS 

OF THE ENGLISH CONSTITUTION. A Popular Account of the primary principles, 
the formation and development of the English Constitution, avoiding all party politics. 
Seventh Edition. Post 8vo. It. 6d. 

* The study of English History would be incomplete without the perusal of a work on the 
English ConsUtntion. Sir Edward Creasy's work, which is clear, fuU and impartial, will give 
the student all needful information on this important subject." —/deader. 

OUMMING'S (EEV. DE. JOHN)— THE GKEAT TKIBU- 

LATION COMING ON THE EARTH. Crown 8vo. Is. 6d. Thirteenth Thousand. 

" Inhere is no doubt that the barometer of Europe singularly corresponds with Dr. 
Cmnming's deductions from prophecy."— rimes. 

REDEMPTION DRAWETH NIGH; OR, 

THE GREAT PREPARATION. Grown 8vo. U. 6d. Sixth 'llionuod. 

THE MILLENNIAL REST; OR, THE 

WORLD AS IT WILXi BE. Crown 8vo. It. 6d. Third ThouauxL 

READINGS ON THE PROPHET ISAIAH. 



Fcp. 8vo. 6«. 

CURIOSITIES OF NATUEAL HISTOEY. By FEANCIS 

BUCKLAND, ESQ. In Two Series. SmaU 8vo. 12«. 

1st Series, Containing Rats, Serpents, Fishes, Monkeys, &c. 6«. 
2nd Series, Containing Wild Cats, Eagles, Worms, Dogs, &c. 6«. 
* These are some of the most fascinating works on Natural History." — Morning Pott 

DANES (THE). SKETCHED BY THEMSELVES IN 

a Series of their best Stories by their most popular Writers. Translated by MBS. 
BUSHBY. 3 vols, post 8vo. 31s. 6d. 

DANISH APPEAL (A) TO THE PEOPLE OF EUEOPE 

By the MARCH ASSOClAnON AT COPENHAGEN. TransUted from the Danish. 
8vo. Is. 

DAVIS'S (DR.) CARTHAGE AND HER REMAINS; 

being an Account of the Excavations and Researches on the Site of the Phoenician 
Metrupolis in AfVidi. Conducted under tUe auspices of Her Miyjesty's Government by 
DR. N. DAViS, F.R.GJ3., &c. 8vo. Thirty Plates. 10«. 6d. 

DELANY'S (Mrs. MAEY GEANVILLE)— THE AUTO- 

BIOGRAPHY AND CORRfcSPONDENCIi OF MARY GRANVILLE (Mrs. DELANY). 
With Interesting Reminiscences of Iving George III. and Queen Charlotte. Presenting a 
Picture of tbe Fashionable Society during nearly the whole period of the Eighteenth Century. 
Edited by the Right Hon. Lady LLANO VisIR. First Series. 13 Portraits. 3 vols. 8vo. 15t. 



(2nd Series). Nine Portraits and 



Copious Index to the whole work. 3 vols. 8vo. 36«. Or the whole work complete in 
6 vols, for iB2 10s. 
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DEVET'S (JOSEPH) LIFE OF JOSEPH LOCJKE, THE 

SNUUIEEB. 8T0. WithFWtnit. lU. 

DIAET AND COKEESPONDENCE OF WILLIAM, FIEST 

LORD AUCKLAND, with a Preface and iDtrodoctkm t^ tbe Right Hon. and Bigbt Ber. 
the BISHOP OF BATH AND WELLS. With FwtraiU of Lord and Ladj Auckland 
from Original Paintingi. 4 vols. Sro. 21«. 

DOBELL'S (SYDNEY) THE EOMAN: A DEAMATIC 

POKM. Post 8V0. 5t. 

DOEAN'S (Dr.) WOEKS. A Complete Set of Dr. DOEAITS 

Works. In 10 vuU. povt 8vo. handsomely bound in balf-call 42. 4s. 

LIVES OF THE QUEENS OF ENG- 



LAND OF THE HOUSE OF UANOVEa In 2 ToU. fost 8to. 2U. 

TABLE TEAITS AND SOMETHING ON 



THEM. Crown 8vo. 7». 6d. 



LIVES OF THE PEINGE8 OF WALES. 

Post 8vo. with an Illustration. lOt. 64. 

NEW PICTURES AND OLD PANELS. 



Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. 



MONAECHS EETIEED FEOM BUSI- 



NESS. 2 vols, post 8vo. with Portraits. 21s. 



HABITS AND MEN; WITH EEM- 



NANTS OF RKCORDS ON THE MAKERS OF BOTH. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. 



LIFE OF QUEEN ADELAIDE, CON- 

SORT OF KING WILLIAM IV. is. 6d. 

DOUGLAS'S (Eev. HEEMAN) JERUSALEM THE 

GOLDEN, AND THE WAY TO IT. With an IntroducUon by the Author of 'Mary 
Powell.' lu small 8vo. with Illustrations. 6s. 

DUNDONALD'S (EAEL) AUTOBIOGEAPHY OF A 

SEAMAN. Library Edition, with Portrait 2vol8. 8to. 21s. 

— ' — Popular Edition. Small 8to. 5s. 

DUNLOP'S (R. H. W.) HUNTING IN THE HIMA- 

LAY AS. With Notices of Customs and Countries, from the Elephant Haunts of the 
Dehra Doon to the Bumhaur Tracks in Eternal Snow. By.R. H. W. DUNLOP, G3. 
Post 8vo. with Illustrations and Map. 10s. 6d. 

EASTEEN (THE) SHOEES OF THE ADEIATIO. By 

the Viscountess STRAKGFORD. Author of * Egyptian Sepulchres and Qyriac Shrines and 
Sepulchres.' in 8vo., with beautiful diromo-lithographs. 18s. 

EAST LYNNE. By Mrs, HENEY WOOD, Anther of ' The 

duimioga,' 'Hn. H«Utt>aitaik'tTn»iib\n,' kft. '<NUiiT«« lUiutratloiii. Crown Sro. 6(. 



PUBLISHER IN ORDINARY TO HER MAJESTY. 15 

ECHOES OF THE UNIVEESE, FKOM THE WORLD 

OF MATTER AND THE WORLD OF SPIRIT. By the Eev. H. C3HRISTMAS. M.A., 
F.RJS., F.S.A., &c PostSvo. 6«. 

ECKLEY^S (Mrs.) OLDEST OF THE OLD WORLD : A 

Lady'B Hlgrlmage to the Holy Land. By SOPHIA MAY BCKLEY. Post 8vo. Wltli 
Frontispiece, bs, 

EDEN'S (Hon. Miss) AUTOBIOGEAPHY OF A NAVVY. 

M. 

ELLET'S (Mrs.) WOMEN AETISTS OP ALL AGES 

AND COUNTKIES. Post 8vo. Handsomely bound. 5t. 

ELLIS (Mrs.)— THE MOTHEKS OF GEEAT MEN. 

Handsomely bound for a Present Book. Crown 8vo. 5<. 



CHAPTERS ON WIVES. Crown 8vo. 5«. 



ELLIOTT'S (Mrs. DALRYMPLE) NARRATIVE OF HER 

LIFE, ADVENTURES, AND IMPRISONMENT, DURING THE GREAT FRENCH 
REVOLUriON, TOGETHER WITH SKETCHES OF E(*ALITE, AND MANY OTHER 
CELEBRITIES, WITH WHOM THIS BEAUTIFUL WOMAN WAS ACQUAINTED. 
With Three beautiful Portraits from Miniatures of Cobwat, &c 8vo. 6«. 

EMMA. By Miss AUSTEN. See Miss Austen's Novels, 

page 10. 

ENGLAND AND ETJEOPE. A Discussion of National 

Policy. By A. H. LANIS, of Lincoln's Inn, Barrister-at-Law. 8vo. 10«. 6d. 

ENGLISH CONSTITUTION, (HISTORY OF THE RISE 

AND PROGRESS OF THE.) By Sir EDWARD CREASY. Author of 'ITie Fifteen 
Decisive Battles of the World.*^ Sixth Edition. Post 8vo. Is. 6d. 

EVERYBODY'S PUDDING-BOOK; OR, TARTS, PUD- 

DINGS. &c., IN THE PROPER SEASON FOR ALL THE YEAR ROUND. Fcap. 8vo. 
Third Thousand. 2«. 6d. 

EXISTENCE OF THE DEITY, EVIDENCED BY 

POWER AND UNITY IN CREATION FROM RESULTS OF MODERN SCIENCE. 
By THOMAS WOOD, M.D. Small 8vo. l«. 

. FAVOURITE NOVELS (THE). With Two Dlustrations in 

each Volume. Crown 8vo. 6«. 

QUITS I By the Author of 'The Initials.' 6«. 

EAS T LYNNE. By Mrs. HENRY WOOD. 6«. 

THE CHANNINGS. By the Author of • East Lynne.' 6i. 

MRS. HALIJBURTONS TROUBLES. By Mrs. WOOD. di. 

NED LOCKSLEY, THE ETONIAN. 6«. 

INITIALS. By the Author of ' Quits,' • At Odds.' 6«. 

THE LAST OF THE CAVAUERS. 6«. 
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FISHEB'S (LIEUT.-COL.) PEBSONAL NAEEATIVE OF 

TUBEK YEABSr SERVICE IN CHINA. Bj LIEUTXX)U FISHER. 8m With 
numy lUtutrations. lA*. 

** Valuable infonnatlan is combined with modi entertainment" — Obaervo'. 

FOESTEE'S (EEV. CHAS.) SINAI PHOTOGEAPHED ; 

or, Infcrfplions in the Rodu of the Wildemea br tbe Israelites who came out of Egypt 
With Photographs, Glypbographs. and Litbc^raphs. Folio. 42. 4m. 

LIFE OF DE. JOHN JEBB, BISHOP OF 



LIMERICK. Postgvo. Cf. 

SEEMONS ON THE LIFE OF ST. PAlHi. 



8vo. 1i. 6d. 



THE ONE PEIMEVAL LANGUAGE. Traced 

experimentally through Ancient Inscriptions in Alphabetic Character of Lost Powers 
f^om the Four Continents. In Three Parts, 8to. with Chart 42t. 

Or sold separately as under : — 

Paet I. THE VOICE OF ISEAEL FEOM THE EOCKS 

OF SINAI. 2K. 

PabtH. the monuments of EGYPT AND THEIE 

VESTIOES OK PATRIAUCHAL TRADITIONS. 2K. 

pabt iil the monuments of assteia, baby- 

LONIA, AND PERSIA: with a New Key for the Recovery of the Lost Ten Tribes. 
10s. 6(1. 

FEANCATELLrS (C. E^— THE MODERN COOK By 

CHARLES ELME FRANCATKLLI, Pupil of the celebrated Cardme. In 8vo. 1500 
Recipes. With Sixty Illustrations. 12<. 

" The moffnum opus on which the author rests his reputation insscuLA ascuLOBm."— 
Tima. 

THE COOK'S GUIDE. By the Author 

of the ' Modem Cook.' In small 8vo. 1000 Recipes. With Forty Illustrations. 6i. 

** The whole book has the merit of being exceedingly plain, and is an admirable manual 
for every household."— Times. 

FBISWELL'S (HAIN) — A DAUGHTEE OF EVK A 

NOVEL. 2 vols, post 8vo. 6«. 
*• A most striking work."— /Sim. 

FULLEETON'S (LADY GEOEGIANA) TOO STEANGE 

NOT TO BE TRUE. By LADY GEORGIANA FULLEKTON. 3 vols, post 8vo. 31s. 6d. 

GALLENGA'S (ANTONIO) NAEEATIYE OF THE IN- 

VASIOI^ OF DENMARK. By A. GALLENGA, Correspondent of the " Times" at the 
Danish Head Quarters. 2 vols, post 8vo. 21<. 

GLADSTONE'S (THE EIGHT HON. W. E.) ADDEESS 

TO THE UNIVEKSITY OF EDINBUBOH. 8vo. 1«. 

GEAHAM'S (COL.) HISTOEY OF THE AET OF WAE. 

By COLONEL GRAHAM. Being a history of Wax from the earliest thnes. Post 8tio. 
6s. 



PUBLISHER IN ORDINARY TO HER MAJESTY. 

GEEENHOW'S (Mrs.) NAEEATIVE OF HEE IMPB 

SONMENT IN WASHINGTON. Post 8vo. With Portrait 10*. 6d. 
" The story of her captivity Is very Interesting."— Jbftn BvU. 

GBEY (EAEL) — AN ESSAY ON PABLIAMENTAJ 

KEFORM. By EARL OBEY. 8vo. 3<. id. 



GUBBINS' (MAETIN) HISTORY OF THE MUTINII 

IN OCJDH ; and an Account of the Siege of the Lucknow Presidency. By M. R. GUBBI 
Financial Commissioner for Oudli. In 8vo. with Illustrations and Map. 10«. 6(2. 



GUIZOT'S (M.) MEMOIES OF A MINISTER C 

STATE from 1840. Forming Vol. VI. of ' Personal Memoirs.* In^vo. 14*. 

PEESONAL MEMOIES, FEOM TB 

TIME OF THE FIRST NAPOLEON TO THE YEAR 1840. 4 vols. 8vo. 31*. 
Etich volume can be had separately, price 10«. 6(2. 

EMBASSY TO THE COURT OF S 



JAMES IN 1840. Crown Sva it. Forming Vol. 6 of ■ The Penonal Memotn.' 

LIFE OF OLIVER CROMWELL. Croi 

8vo. With a fine Portrait of Oliver Cromwell. 6«. 

** M. Guizot has unravelled Cromwell's character with singular sidll. No one, in 
opinion, has drawn his portrait with equal truth. M. Guizot's acquaintance with 
annals, language, customs, and politics Ih altogether extraordinary." — Quarterly Bevieh 

" M. Guizot has given us an admirable narrative, Ux more can(iid than any from 
English Tpea."— Times, 



CHURCH AND SOCIETY IN 186 

Grown 8vo. 2s. 6(2. 

GUYOT'S (Professor) EARTH AND MAN; Lectures 

Comparative t^ysical Geography in its relation to the History of Mankind. The only 
abridged Edition. Post8vo. 2*. 

HALLIBURTON'S (Mrs.) TROUBLES. ByMrs.HENI 

WOOD, Author of ' East Lynne,' ' Chaunings,' &c In 3 vols, post 8vo. 7*. 6(i 

HALLIBURTON'S (Mrs.) TROUBLES. By Mrs. HENI 

WOOD, Author of ' East Lynne,' &c Forming one of the ' Favourite Novels.' Two II 
trations. 6*. 

HALL'S (MES.) BIOGEAPHICAL MEMOIES OF D 

MARSHALL HAXL, M.D., F.RJS, &c. By his Widow. 8vo. with Portrait. 14*. 



HATES' (ISAAC) AECTIC BOAT VOYAGE IN TI 

AUTUMN OF 1864. By ISAAC T. HAY~~ ~ " " " 

by Dr. NORTON SHAW. Crown 8vo. 6*. 



AUTUMN OF 1864. By ISAAC T. HAYES. Edited, with an IntroducUon and N( 

w; 



HEAETS OF OAK; OE, NAVAL YAENS. A Eomance 

the Baltic Sea. By the Author of ' Vonved.' Post 8vo. 6*. 
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HEEFOED'S (Captain) STIEEINa TIMES UNDEE CAN- 

VAS. By J. a A. HEBFORD, late Captain 90th Ugbt Infontiy. Foat 8va lllii8ti»> 
tiun. &*. 

HEEVEY'S EHETOEIC OF CONVEESATION, WITH 

HINTS TO CHRISTIANS ON THE USE OF THE TONGUE. By G. W. HEEVEY 
I'uet 8yo. 6s. 

HILLIEE'S (W.) KING CHARLES I. IN THE ISLE OP 

WIGHT. Witti Original Letten (h)m the King. SqnarePoat U,ed. 

HISTOEY OF THE BEITISH NAVY, FEOM THE 

EARLIEST PERIOD TO THE PRESENT TIME. By CHARLES DUKE YONGE. 
In 2 vols. 8vo. A2i, 

" Such a history of naval fighting and enterprise most interest everyone." — Reader. 

HODGSON'S (CONSUL) JAPAN AND RESIDENCE AT 

NAGASAKI IN 1859^60. Post 8vo. With Illustrations. 1(X. 6d. 

HOOK'S (DEAN) LIVES OF THE AECHBISHOPS OF 

CANTERBURY, ST. AUGUSTINE TO DR. HOWLEY. VoL L Augustine to Stegand. 
8vo. 15«. 



Vol. n. Lanfranc to Stephen 



Langlon, including A'Be<^et and Anselm. 8vo. 18<. 

" Written with remarkable knowledge and power. The author has done his work dili- 
gently and conscientiously. Throughout, we see a man who has known much of men and 
of lire : the pure Anglican divine, who at every step has been accustomed to make good 
his cause against Romanism on the one hand, and against Puritanism on the other. We 
must express our high sense of the value of this work. We heartily like tiie genoal 
spirit, and are sure that the author has bestowed upon his work a loving labour, with an 
earnest desire to find out the truth. To the general reader it will convey mnch intorma- 
tion in a very pleasant form ; to the student it will give the means of tilling up the oa^ 
lines of Church history with life and colour," — Quarterly Revitio^ Jvly, 1862. 

'* If the grandeur of a drama may be conjectured from the quality of the openins 
svmphony, we should be inclined to anticipate from the introductory volume that I^lish 
literature is about to receive an imperishable contribution, and that the Church will in 
after-times, rank among the fairest and the ablest of her historians the author of this 
work." — Athenopum. 

**!>. Hook is throughout fair, and more than fair. He really understands hfs 
characters, and does not praise or condemn fh>m any cut^and-dried nineteenth-centniy 
standard, in such a work this is one of the first and rarest of all merits, and we biow no 
ecclesiastical writer who can lay claim to this pre-eminent merit in a higher degree than 
Dr. Hook."— Saturday Review. 

" The work of a powerful mind, and of a noble and generous temper. There is in it a 
freedom from any narrowness of sphit." — Guardian. 

HORNBY'S (LADY) CONSTANTINOPLE DURING THE 

CRIMEAN WAR. Royal 8vo. With Chromo-Litbographs. 21«. 
** One of the pleasantest books it has ever fallen to our lot to meet with." — Spectator. 

ICELANDIC LEGENDS. By AENASON. Translated by 

GEORGE POWELL and E. MAGNUSSON. 8vo. With 28 lUustrations. 10*. 6d. 

" lliis new and beautiful volume cannot fail to take its place in every good libraiy, and 
be equally welcome to the young. The style is beautifully crisp and pure." — Spectator. 

ICE MAIDEN (THE). Translated from the Danish, by Mrs. 

BUSHBY. Small royaL With 39 veiy beautiftil lUustraUona by Zwbckbb. lOi; (kL 
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INaOLDSBY 

MARVELS. The 



LEGENDS (THE) ; OE, MIETH AJSJ) 

Illustrated Edition. Wltli 60 beantiftil IllaBtrations by Cbuikahank, 
Lrboh, and Tbnnibl; and a magnificent emblematic cover, designed by Lsighton. 
Printed on Toned Paper, 20«. Sixth Thousand. 1 vol. Crown 4to. cloth. 2l«. 

** A series of humorous legends, illustrated by'three such men as Cruikshank, Leebb, 
and Tenniel— what can be more tempting?" — Tinus. 

** Abundant in humour, observation, fancy ; in extensive knowledge of books and men ; 
In palpable hits of character, exquisite, grave, irony, and the most whimsical indulgence 
in point and epigram. We doubt if even Butler beats the Author of these legends in the 
easy drollery of verse. We cannot open a page that is not sparkling with its wit and 
humour, that is not ringing with its strokes of pleasantry and satire."— jE'ssaminer. 

Bound in Morocco. 36«. 



The Library Edition, in 2 Yols. 

8vo. With Illustrations by George Cbuikshamk, and John Leech. 2ls. 

Another Edition, in double post, 

on Tinted Paper. With an Illustration of the Dead Drummer. Is. ed, 

The Popular Edition. Crown 8to. 



6«. 

Ditto, bound in calf and morocco, 

12«. 6i. 

INITIALS (THE). By THE BAEONESS TAUTPHOEUS, 

Uniform with * East Lynne,' &c. Crown 8vo. With 2 Illustrations. 6t, 
" It must please aXV—Athenaum. 

IN SPAIN : A NAEEATIVE OP TEAVEL IN 1863. By 

HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN. Translated by Mrs. Bdsubt. Tost 8vo. IMl «d. 

lEYING'S (WASHINGTON) LIFE AND LETTEES. By 

his Nephew, PIERRE IRVING. In 4 vols. Post 8vo., and Index. Vols. L and IL, 
It. 6d. each. Vols. III. and IV., 10«. 6(L each. And Index to the whole, U. 

ITALIAN POETS, LIVES OP THE PEINCIPAL. By 

the Rev. Dr. STEBBING. Crown 8vo. 6«. 

JAMES' (G. P. E.) BEENAED MAESH. A NOVEL. By 

the late G. P. R. JAMES, Author of ' Richelieu,' &c 2 vols, post 8vo. Sit. 

JAMES' (W.) NAVAL HISTOEY OF GEEAT BEITAIN. 

In 6 vols, small 8vo. 6«. each, with Portraits. 

<• A work of which it is not too high praise to assert that it approaches as nearly to per- 
fection as any historical work perhaps ever did." — Edinburgh Beview, 

JAMESON'S (Mrs.) ESSAYS IN AET AND LITEEA- 

TURE. Crown 8vo. 28. td. 



Handsomely bound. 48. 



JERUSALEM, THE GOLDEN, AND THE WAY TO IT- 

By the Rev. HICRMAN DOUGLAS, M.A. With an IntroducUon by the Author of • M1117 
PowelL* In small 8vo. with Illustrations. 6t. 
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JESSE'S (HENEAGE) LIFE OF KICHAED m., AJTD 

MEMOIRS OF bOMB OF HIS OONTEMPORAlLIES. With an Historical Drama of the 
Battle of Boflworth. 8vo. 10«. 6d. 

JESSOFS (WILLIAM E. H.) FLINDEESLAND AOT) 

81*U11TLAND; OR, THE INSIDE AND OUTSIDE OF AUSTRALIA. 3 vola. Pbrt 
8V0. 2 It. 

KAVANAGH'S (JULIA) MADELINE. A Tale of Anvergnfl. 

I* Fqp. 8to. gilt edges. 4s. 

KILVEET'S (Eev. FEANCIS) MEMOIRS OF THE LIFE 

AND WRITINGS OF THE RIGHT REV. RICHARD HURD, D.D, Lord Bishop of 
Worcester; with a Selection from his Correspondence and other UnpabUshed Pvpen. 
8vo. 1i. 6d. 

KNIGHT'S (Captain) DIARY OP A PEDESTEIAN IN 

CASHMERE AND THIBET. 8yo. With 45 fine Woodcuts and lithographs. 21s. 

** The book is an excellent and welcome addition to our records of daring traveL" — 
Saturday Eeview. 

KNIGHTON (Sir W.) MEMOIRS OP, Bart., Keeper of the 

Privy Purse daring the Reign of George IV. By Lady KNIGHTON. 2 vols. 8vo. 9s. 

LACOEDAIEE (Abbe) MEMOIE OF THE. By the Count 

de MONT ALEMBERT, one of the Forty of the French Academy. In 8vo. 12s. 

*' The life of a man of exalted character and talents, whose stoiy is told in the eloquent 
language of Count de Montalembert.' — John Bidl, 

LADY'S DESSEKT BOOK (THE). By the Author of 

•Everybody's Pudding-Book.' Fcp. 8vo. 2«. 6d. 

LAKE'S (General ATWELL) DEFENCE OF KAK8: A 

Military Work. With numerous fine Plans and Plates. 8vo. 9s. 

LAMAETINE'S (ALPHONSE DE) MEMOIRS OF EE- 

MARKABLE CHARACTERS : Nelson, Bossuet, MUton, Oliver Cromwell, &c Post 8va 
6s. 

LAST OF THE CAVALIEES (THE). Uniform with 'East 

Lynne,' &c. Crown 8vo. With 2 Illustrations. 6s. 

** A Novel of considerable power ; it will become popular amongst all readers." — Obterver. 

LEE'S (Dr.) LAST DAYS OF ALEXANDEE OF EUS- 

SIA AND FIRST DAYS OF N1CH0LAJ3. A Diary kept durhig a stay m BussiA In 
1825*26. Small 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

LEONOKE AND THE LITTLE COUNTESS. A N07EL. 

Post 8vo. 5s. 
'* Well written and attractive."— ,7oAn BvU. 

LIFE AND LETTEES (THE) OF WASHINGTON lE- 

VING, Author of the • Sketch-Book,' &c. By his Nephew, PIERRE IRVING. In 
4 vols, post 8v(), and Index. With portrait of Irving. 

Vols. 1 &, 2, 7s. 6c2. each. Vols. 3 & 4, 10s. 6eL each, and Index, is. 

MADELINE : A TALE OF AUVEEGNE. By Miss JOLIA 

KAVANAGH. Fcap. 8to, gilt edges. 4<. 
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MAGINN'S (DrO ESSAYS ON SOME OF SHAXS- 

PE ARE'S CHARACTERS. FaUtaflf, Jacques, Romeo, Bottom the Weaver, Lady- 
Macbeth, lago, Hamlet, &c. Grown 8vo, 6s. 

MALET'S (Rev. WTNDHAM)— AN EREAND TO THE 

SOUTH IN 1862.— Fcap. 8vo. 6«. 
•• The author's accounts of the black population are full of interest."— Obierrcr. 

MANSFIELD PARK. By Miss AUSTEN. See Miss 

AUSTES'S NovelB, page 10. 

MARGARET HAMILTON. A NOVEL. By Author of 

* Mabel.' 3 vols, post Svo. is. 6(2. 

MAESDEN'S (Kev. J. B.) DICTIONAEY OF CHEISTIAN 

CHURCHES AND SECrS FROM THE EARLIESI' AGES OF CHRISTIANITY. 
By the Rev. J. B. MARSDEN. Svo. 12*. 

" The best book on the subject current in our Uteratare.*' —AthenoBum. 

"Characterized by great candour, li is a production of great utility."— DaiZy News. 

" Mr. Marsden's information is well digested, his Judgment sound and impartial, his 
manner of statement not only clear, but with a sustained vividness. Ttie work has some- 
what the appearance of an Encyclupsedia, but it is only in appearance. The exposition has 
the freshness of an original work. The philosophic impartiality of the author should not 
be passed over. He has, of course, opinions, but he indulges in no violence or harshness of 
censure. Tlie arrangement is well adapted for the important point of conveying complete 
and full information." — Spectator. 

MAXWELL'S (W. H.) ERIN-GO-BRAGH. Stories of Irish 

Life. 2s. 

M^'CAUSLAND'S (pi. Q. L.) SEEMONS IN STONES; 

OR, SCRIPTURE CONFIRMED BY GEOLOGY. Tenth Edition. Fcap. With 19 
Illustrations. As. 

** The ojjjject of the author in this work is to prove that the Mosaic narrative of the 
Creation is reconcilable with the established facts of geology ; and that geology not only 
establishes the truth of the first page of the Bible, but that it furnishes the most direct imd 
sensible evidence of the fact of Divine inspiration, and thereby authenticates the whole 
canon of Scripture. The word of God is thus authenticated by His works." 

*'The object of this work is to reconcile the discoveries in geology with the Mosaic 
account of the Creation. The case is clearly made, and the argument cleverly managed.'' 
—S})ectator. 

LAST DATS OF JERUSALEM AND 



ROME. 8vo. 108. dd. 
** The book of a reverent student of Scripture."- Guardian. 

MEADOWLEIGH; A STORY OF COUNTRY LIFE. By 

the Author of • Ladies of Bever Hollow.' In 2 vols, post Svo. 6s. 
** This story possesses very remarkable meTit&.*—Spectator. 

MEMOIRS OF A MINISTER OF STATE FROM 1840. 

ByM-GUlZOr. In Svo. 14«. 

MIGNET'S LIFE OF MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. Two 

Portraits. Crown Svo. 6<. 

•• The standard authority on the BU^ecV—DaUy Neins. 

" A good service done to historical accuracy. Ibis work will conthrae to occupy its 
place in our libraries."— Jft/rntnf^ i-'oit. 
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MILDRINGTON, THE BARRISTER. A NOVEL. Second 

Edition. 2 voU. poet 8vo. 0«. 

MILLENNIAL REST (THE) ; OR, THE WORLD AS IT 

WILL BE. lliird Edition. Crown 8vo. It. 6d. 

MITFORD'S (MARY RUSSELL) RECOLLECTIONS OF 

A LITERARY LIFE, wiih Selections from favourite I'oets and Prose Writers. By 
MARY RQSSELL MITFORD. Crown 8vo. With Portrait 9s. 

MODERN COOK (THE). ' By CHARLES ELM1& FRAN- 

CATELLI, Author of the 'Cook's Guidi-,' the * Royal Confectioner,* kc In 8vo. with 
Sixty Illustrations, 12<. 

MOMMSEN (Dr. THEODORE)— THE HISTORY OF 

ROME FROM THK EARLIEST TIME TO THE PERIOD OF ira DECLINE. By 
Dr. THEODORE MOMMSEN. Translated with the Author's sanction, and additions, by 
the Rev. W. PITr DICKSON. With an Introduction by Dr. S&umitz. Crown 8vo. 
3 vols., 2SS. 6</. Vols. 1 and 2, ISt. Vol. 3, 10«. 6d. 

" Since the days of Niebuhr, no work on Roman history has appeared that combines so 
much to attract, instruct, and charm the reader. Its style — a rare quality in a German 
author— is vigorous, spirited, and animated. Professor Mommsen's work can stand a 
comparison with the noblest productions of modem history." — l>r. Sdtmitz. 

** This is the best history of the Roman Republic, taldng the work on the whole— the 
author's complete mastery of his subject^ the variety of his gifts and acquirements, his 
graphic power in the delineation of natural and individual diaracter, and the vivid interest 
which he inspires in every portion of his book. He is without an equal in his own sphere, 
'llie work may be read in uxe translation (executed with the sanction of the author) not 
only with instruction, but with great pleasure." — Edinburgh Review. 

*• A book of deepest interest, and which ought to be translated.— />0an TVench. 

** Beyond all doubt to be ranked among those really great historical works which do so 
much houour to our own day. We can have little hesitation in pronouncing this work to 
be the best complete Roman History in existence. In short, we have now, for the first 
time, the complete history of the Roman Republic, really written in a way worthy of the 
greatness of Uie subject. M. Mommsen is a real historian ; his powers of research and 
Judgment are of a very high order ; he is skilful in the grasp of his whole satject, and 
vigorous and independent in his way of dealing with particular quMtions. And an En^ish 
critic may be allowed to add, that bis book is far ^uier and more pleasant to read than 
many of the productions of his fellow countrymen." — national Review, 

** An original work, from the pen of a master. The style is nervous and lively, and its 
vigour fully sustained. This English translation fills up a gap In otur literature. It will 
give the schoolboy and the older student of antiquity a history of Rome op to the mark of 
present German scholarship, and at the same time serve as a sample of historical inquiry 
for all ages and aU lands." — Westmintter Review, 

MONTALEMBERT'S (Count De) LIFE OF THE ABBil 

LACORDAIRE. In 8vo. 12«. 
" The picture is fascinating."— jB2acXn«ood*« Magazine. 

POLISH INSURRECTION. 8to. 



U6d. 

•»ci /o/^TfcTTxr\ tin I A m m Tr/\TTTfc xt i nann *\ tx > 

J. Pc 



MOODY'S (SOPHY) WHAT IS YOUR NAME? Being a 

Popular and Succinct Account of the Meaning and Derivation of Christian Names. Post 
8vo. 10«. 6d. 

** The information is of an entertaining character, and the work 19 a most comprehen* 
sive compendium of information."— Lomton Review. 



MY GOOD-FOR-NOTHING BROTHER. A NOVEL. 

Post 8vo. 10«. 6d. 
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NAPOLEON III. By CHAELES PHILLIPS, Esq., A.B. 

8V0. 1«. 
" A vigorous and eloquent pamphlet."— J/omin^ Herald. 

NATUKAL EELIGION. By JULES SIMON. Post 8to. 6«. 

** It is indeed a masterly perrurmauce, written with uncommon force and beauty." — Pi'eM. 

NED LOCKSLEY, THE ETONIAN. Uniform with ' East 

Lynne." Crown 8vo. Two Illustrations. fi». 

" The new comer whom we now hail writes with force, with heart, and, what we want 
most in a novel —with fteshnetis."— 3Vmes. 

NIGHTSHADE. A NOVEL. By WM. JOHNSTONE, 

M.A. Crown 8vo. 6«. 
" ' Nightshade' is exciting."— u4£;ienceum. 

NOETHANGER ABBEY. By Miss AUSTEN. See Miss 

AUSTEN'S Novels, page 10. . . 

NOTES ON NOSES. By EDEN WAEWICK. Fcap. 8vo. 

2<. 6ii. 

O'BRIEN'S (AUGUSTIN P.) ST. PETERSBURG AND 

WAItSAW. Scenes witnessed during a roHldence in Russia and Poland in 1863-64. By 
AUGUSliN P. O'BRIfclX. Post uvo. With Photographs of the Uussiau lioyal Family. 
U. 6(2. 

OPPOSITE NEIGHBOURS. A NOVEL. 2 Vols. Post 

8vo. 6<. 

PAGAN OR CHRISTIAN? OR, NOTES FOR THE 

OBSERAL PUBLIC OK OUE NATIONAL ABCHITECTURE. By W. J. COOK- 
BUUN UaiB. l>(»t8vo. 6«. 

PERSUASION. By Miss AUSTEN. See Miss Austen's 

Novels, page 10. 

PETEKSBURa (ST.) AND WAKSAW IN 1863-64. 

By AUGUSTIN P. O'BRIEN. PostSvo. With I»hotogruph8 of the Russian Royal 
Family. U. 6(i 

PICHOT'S (AMED:^E) LIFE AND LABOURS OF SIR 

CHARLES BELL, THE CBIJiBRA TED SURGEON. Post 8vo. i». 

PLANTAGENETS (LIFE OF .THE GREATEST OF THE). 

An Historical Sketch. By EU.\(UND CLIFFORD. 8vo. 1U«. M. 

PLATO (SELECTIONS FROM THE WRITINGS OF). By 

Lady CHATTER ION. Fcap. 8vo. 4». 

POLEHAMPTON'S (ARTHUR) KANGAROO LAND ; OR, 

LIFE IN THE BUSH. Post 8to. Vigoette. 6<. 



OF LUCKNOW. Small ava. U. 



(HENRY) LIFE OF THE CHAPLAIN 
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POLISH (THE) INSUBEECTION. By Count MONTA- 

LEMBEBT, one of the Forty of the French Academy. 8vo. Is. 6<2. 

POWELL AND MAGNUSSON'S LEGENDS OF ICE- 

LAND. By ARNASON. Translated by George Towell, and E.* Magni^ssok. 8vo. 
With 28 beauilful llltutrations. l(w. 6d. 

PRIDE AND PKEJUDICE. By Miss AUSTEN. See Miss 

AnsTEX's Novels, page 10. 

QUITS! By the Author of 'The Initials.' Uniform with 

• East Lynne.' With 2 Illustrations. Crown Bvo. 6». 
" A most interesting novel."— Times. 

EAIKE'S (THOMAS) PRIVATE CORRESPONDENCE 

WITH THE DUKE OF WELUNGTON AND MANY DISTINGUISHED POU- 
TICIANS. 8V0. 6». 

RAISING THE VEIL. A NOVEL. By JOHN POMEBOT. 

2 vols. Post Bvo. 5s. 

READE'S (CHARLES) IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO 

MEND. By CHARLES READE, D.C.L. Crown 8vo. 5». 

CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. By 



CHARLES READE, D.C.L. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

PEG WOFFINGTON. By 

CHARLES READl:; D.C.L. Ctowd Sto. 3<. 6<L 

REAL AND BEAU IDEAL (THE). Fcap. 8to. 48. 6d. 
REDEMPTION DRAWETH NIGH; OR, THE GREAT 

FREFARATION. By the Rev. Dr. JOHN CUSIMING. Sixth Editioa Crown Sto. 
71. 6ti. 

ROMAN CLASSICAL LITERATURE (HISTORY OF). 

By Professor BROWNE. 8vo. 12s. 

EOSE'S (Eight Hon. GEOEGE) DIAEIES AND COEEE- 

SPONDENChi: Edited by the Hon. aftd Rev. LEVJiSON VERNON HAECOUET. 
2 vols, 8vo. With I'ortraits. 9«. 

" These volumes are full of interest" — Press. 

RUSSELL'S (Earl) CORRESPONDENCE OF CHARLES 

JAMES FOX. Vols. L and IL Crown 8vo. 2H. 

SALAD FOR THE SOCIAL. By the Author of ' Salad for 

the Solitary.' Contents: Bookcraft-Money— The Toilette— Mysteries of Medicine, &c 
Fcp. 8vo. 5«. 
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SAUCY AEETHUSA (THE). By Capiain CHAMIEE. With 

Illustrated Cover. 2«. 

" A capital sea-story— fall of racy humour, spirited adventure, and amusing anecdote." 
' — Dublin Evening Mail. 

SAY AND SEAL. By the Author of the * Wide, Wide, 

World.' Fcp. 8vo. 2& ed. Bose cloth, 3s. 6d. 

SCOTT'S (Lady) TYPES AND ANTITYPES OF THE 

OLD AND NEW TESTAMENT. Post 8vo. 6». 

SEMI-ATTACHED COUPLE (THE). By the Author of the 

'Semi-Detached House.' in 2 vols, post 8vo. 6i. 

" It has really done our heart good to read this pleasant novel. It is clever— very 
clever. "—Atherueum. 

SENSE AND SENSIBILITY. By Miss AUSTEN. See 

MI1S8 Austen's Novels, page 10. 

SHADOW OP ASHLYDYAT (THE). By Mrs. HENKY 

WOOD, Author of * East Lynne,' Channingd,' * Mrs. Halliburton's Troubles.' 3 vols, 
post 8vo. 21«. 

" The best novel Mrs. Henry Wood has written ; a better constructed story than ' East 
Lynne.' — AthenauTn. 

SHAKSPEAKE'S CHABACTEES (ESSAYS ON SOME OF). 

By Dr. MAGUlRfcl Crown Bvo. 6». 

SIEENIA : EECOLLECTIONS OF A PAST EXISTENCE. 

Second Edition. Post »vo. 10«. 6<2. 

SMITH'S (Dr.) EAMBLES THEOUGH THE STEEETS 

OF LONDON : with Anecdotes of their more ancient Residents. Crown Bvo. es. 

SMITH'S (J. S.) BOOK FOE A EAINY DAY; OE, 

RECOLLECriONS OF THE EVENTS OF THE YEAB8 1766—1833. Fcp.8vo. 2<.6i( 

STAUNTON'S SCHOOL AND FAMILY GEOGEAPHY. 

Crown 8vo. 3«. 6ci. 

STEBBING'S (Dr.) LIYES OF THE PEINCIPAL 

ITAUAN POETS. Crown 8vo. Is. 6d. 

STEANGFOEDS (Viscountess) EASTEEN SHORES OP 

THE ADJilATIC. By Viscountess STKANGFORD. In 8vo. With very many 
beautiful chromo-lithographs. las. 

" Lady Strangford's volume will give pleasure to all readers." — DaUy News. 

TALES FEOM BENTLEY'S MISCELLANY: Being a 

Selection of the Best and most entertaining Stories that have appeared in ' BENTLEY'S 
MISCELLANY,' by ltd most Eminent Writers. 4 vols. Is. 6d. each, sold separately; or 
' 2 vols, cloth, 6<. 

TAYLEE'S (Eev. C. B.) NOT OF THE WOELD ; OE, 

LADY MARY. Fcap. 8vo. Bound as a present 4<. 
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THIEES* (M.) mSTORT OF THE GREAT FEENCH 

REVOLUTION. FROM 1789 to 1801. Hy M. THIERS, lu 6 volt. snuOl «va With 
Furty-one Fine EngravingB and Portraits vf tbft moet eminent Penxnugw engaged in the 
Revolution. 30«. 



Portrait of the Dukb or Oblbavs 

Pomnurr of Mirabkau 

Portrait of Lafaybttb 

Obgies of tab Gardes do Corps 

Portrait of Marie Aktoimettb 

Rbtubv of thk Rotal Fajiilt from Ya- 

BEKNE8 

Portrait of Marat 

1'UB Mob at the Tdili^kribs 

Attack ox the Tuillkries 

Murder of the Prikckss De Lambv.llb 

IVjktbait op the Peikcess I>b Laicbellb 

Pobtbajt of Madame Riilakd 

loueb xvi. at the ck>nvektion 

Last Interview of Louis XYL with his 

Familt 
Portrait of Lottis XVL 
pobtrait of duiiguribz 
Triumph of Marat 
POrtuait of Larochejacquelbin 
AfrBAsaiNATiox of Marat 
Portrait of Charlotte Cordat 



Portrait of Camillb DBSMOULnis 

COKDBMXATIOK OF MaRIB ARTOIHEITB 

Portrait of Baillt (Mayor of Paris) 

Trial of Dabtok, Camillb DBeacouLCsa^ &c. 

Portrait of Daktom 

PoBTBAir OF Madame Buzabbxb 

Caebibb at Namtbs 

pobtbait of robkctirbrb 

Last Yictims of the Reiqh of Terror 

Portrait of Chauktte 

Death of the Deputt Fbraud 

Death of Romxb, Gk>uj0N, Duquesnoi, itc 

PORTBAIT OF LOUIS XVII. 

The 13th Vendemiabb (Oct. 5, 1795) 

summokikg to execution 

pobtbait of plcheobu 

Pobtbajt of Mobbau 

pobtbait of hochb 

Portrait of Na i'Oleok Boxapartr 

The 18TH Brumaire (10th November, 1799), 



"The pahn of excellence, after whole libraries have been written on the French Revolu- 
tion, has been assigned to the dissimilar histories ol Thiers and Mignet" — WiUiamB. 
J'retcoU. 

'* I am reading 'Thiers's French Revolution,' which I find it dilBcult to lay down." — 
Rev. Sydney Smith, 
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THEOUGH ALGESIA. By the Author of " Life in Tvacanj. 

Postsvo. as. 

TIMES' (JOHN) ANECDOTE— LIVES OF WITS AND 

HUMORISTS. 2 vols, post 8vo. lis. 



PAINTEES. Post 8vo. 6s. 



STATESMEN. Post 8vo. 6«. 



** Mr. Timbs' notion of condensing the salient points, events, and incidents in the lives 
of distinguished men, and presenting them by way of anecdote in chronological order, is a 
very happy one." — yoUt and Queriee, 

TOO STEANGE NOT TO BE TEUE. A Novel. By 

lAUYUEOKaiAMAFULLEBTON.Aathor of 'Ladybird.' 3 vols, put 8 vo. 3U. «<i. 

TOWN AND FOEEST: A STOEY OF HATNHAULT 

FOREST. By the Author of ■ Uaiy PowelL' 5<. 

TUGWELL'S (EEV. G.) ON THE MOUNTAIN; being 

the Welsh Experience of Abraham Black and Jonas White, Esqrs., Moralists, Photo- 
graphers, Fishermen, and Botanists. Crown 8vo. 58. 

TEIBULATION (THE GKEAT) COMING ON THE 

EARTH. By the REV. DR. JOHN CUMMING. Tbhrteenth EdiUon. Crown 8vo. 
7/. 6(2. 
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TROLLOPE'S (ANTHONY) THE THREE CLERKS. In 

printed cloth, 38. 6<i; or in claret cluih, 4<. 
" A really brilliant tale, full of life and character."— 2Vm««. 

TUCKER (HENEY ST GEORGE) LIFE AND COR- 

KESPONDENCIj: of. By J. W. KAYK, Author of • Life in Aflfghaniatan.' 2 vols. 8vo. 

TWO MONTHS IN THE CONFEDERATE STATES, In- 
cluding A VISIT TO NEW ORLKANS. By an ENGUSH MElWdANT. Post 8vo. 

VONVED THE DANE, THE ROVER OF THE BALTIC. 

A Danidh Romance. 2 vols. Post 8vo. ^. 

WEBB'S (MRS.) MARCO (JRIFFI, THE ITALIAN 

PAHUOT. By Mrs. WEBB. Author of • The Martyrs of Carthage.' SmaU 8vo. 6«. 

WHALLEY (REV. DR. S.)~LIFE, JOURNALS, AND 

CORRESPONDENCE OF THE REV. Dr, THOMAS SEDGWICK WHALLEY, L.L.D. 
Including an Interesting Correspondence with Mrs. SIddons, Madame Piozxi. Miss Seward, 
Mrs. Hanmih More. &c Occ. hklited by the Hev. HILL D. WICiOiAM, Rector of Hor- 
sington, Somersetshire. 2 vols. With 4 Fine Portraits. 30«. 

** Filled with lively and forcible sketches; with scenes so delightfully comic, as almost 
to recall the moro farcical bits of Molibre." — Saturday Review. 

"WHATELY (RICHARD), MEMOIR OF, kte ARCH- 

BISHOP OP DUBLIN. With a glance at his Contemporaries and Times. By W. J. 
FirZi'ATRICK, Esq., Author of 'Liuiy Morgan, her Career, Literary and Personal;' 
* 1'he Life, Times, and CuniemporarieH of Lord Cioucurry,' ice. 2 vols, post 8vo. 2l«. 

, SELECTIONS FROM THE 

WRITINGS OF (late Arcbbishop of Dublin). Fcp. Hvo. 6». 

"Containti the pitb. the cream, the cliolce bits of Archbishop Whately's writings. His 
style is as clear as Cobbctt's or Valcy'^J'—Atlienceum. 

"WHAT TO DO WITH THE COLD MUTTON. Fcap. 

8vo. 2«. 6(2. 

WILKINS'S (W. N.) ART IMPRESSIONS OF DRESDEN, 

BERLIN, AND ANTWERP; WIFH SELECTIONS FROM THE GALLEIUES. 
Post 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

WILLIAMS' (GENERAL) RISE AND FALL OF THE 

MODERN REPUBLIC. By General WILLIAMS^ formerly American Minister at Con- 
stantinople. 8vo. His. 6(2. 

WILLS (W. J.)— A SUCCESSFUL EXPLORATION 

r»i ROUGH THE INTERIOR OF AUSTRALIA. From the Journals and Lettera of 
WILUAM JOHN WILLd. Edited by hU Father, WILLIAM WILLS. 8vo. 16*. 

" The plain tone of the narrative is more pleasing than any display of literary excellence 
could be ; the reader peruses with an interest which is unrelaxing."— i/omtti^ Fost. 
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WOMAN (A) AGAINST THE WORLD. A NOVEL. 

In 3 vols, post 8vo. Sit. 6d, Fur olticisms, aee page 7. 

WYLDEKS HAND. A NOVEL. By JOSEPH SHEEI- 

DAN LE FANU. 3 vola. post 8vo. 31*. 6d. 

*" Wylder's Hand ' is a clever and remarkable ttory: it is well put U^ther. and tbe 
novel is one of sterling interest" — Atkenaum. 

TONGE'S (C. D.) HISTOET OF THE BEITISH NAVY, 

FROM THIfi EARLIEST PERIOD DOWN TO THE PRESENT TIME^ By CHARLES 
DUiCE YONGE. In 2 vols. 8vo. with Maps. 42«. 

" 'ilie book is a history of events rather than causes. In his two volumes, Mr.Tonge 
tells us some of the most delightful episodes in English History. There are no bri^ter 
pages in the history of human strile than those detailing the sea^iights of sixty and 
seventy years ago ; and perhaps the brightest page of all iti that in which we read of the 
closing work of Nebon, ended, as Mr. Yonge says, ' by the must glorious death ever yet 
vouchsafed to a human being.' Such a hibtory of naval fighting and naval enterprise must 
interest every one, and in writing of it Mr. Yonge has had special advantages. Tbe Ad- 
miralty Board has opened to him its treasury of dispatches and documents prior to tbe 
year 1841 ; and, in describing occurrences before and afier that date, he has been greatly 
aided by the private letters and journals of many of the leading men engaj^ in them."— 
JUader. 

" For the industry, research, and ability, which diaracterize these volnmes, they merit 
bic^ commendation. The great naval battles are described with extraordinary power and 
distinctness. We cannot remember any instance of word-paintbig in which the picture 
produced is more real and vivid. We have a very good account of the various expeditions 
of the M.W. passage, from tbe failure of the first tmder Captain John Ross, down to the 
complete success of that under Captain M'Clure. We have also an excelloit notice of 
Captain James Coolc, the great navigator, with an account of his several voyages and dis- 
coveries, which will give pleasure and instruction to many readers. As a military history, 
the great exciting elements are carefully marehalled in their proper places. Sudti adileve- 
ments as have illustrated our naval system are recorded with much force and vivktawss. 
Mr. Yonge's work will be regarded as very complete, patriotic, and impartial, and every 
one will admit it to be ably and elegantly written." — JJaily New$, 

YONGE'S ENGLISH-LATIN DICTIONAEY. Post 8va 

9«. %d. In use at Eton, Harrow, Winchester, and Rugby. 

LATIN-ENGLISH DICTIONAEY. Post Sva 



1$. 6d. Or the two together, strongly boimd in roan, 15«. 

" A very capital book, either for the somewhat advanced pupil, the student who aims at 
acquiring an idiomatic Latin style, or the adult with a knowledge of the language, who 
wishes to examine the difference between tbe structure and expressions of the English and 
Latin tongues by a short and ready mode, it is the best— we were going to say the only 
really uselul— Anglo-Latin Dictionary we ever met \siMi,"—Sptctatar. 

NEW VIEGIL. With the Notes of HAvraamr, 

Key, and Mukbo. Post 8vo. 1z. 6cl. In use at Eton, Harrow, Winchester, and Rugby. 
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BENTLEY'S 



POPULAR WORKS 



One Shilling and Sixpence. 

TALES FROM BENTLEY, Vols. 1, 2, 3, and 4. 

Two Shillings and Sixpence. 

WHAT TO DO WITH THE COLD MUTTON. Third Thousand. 

■EVERYBODY'S PUDDING BOOK; OR, PUDDINGS, TARTS. ETC.. 

FOR ALL THE YEAR ROUND. Third Thousand. 

THE LADY'S DESSERT BOOK. By the Author of * Everybody's Pudding 
Book.' 

NELLY ARMSTRONG. A Story of Edinburgh Life. 

THE SEMI-DETAOHED HOUSE. Edited by Lady Theresa Lewis. 

THE SEMI-ATTACHED COUPLE. By the same Author. 

THE LADIES OP BEVER HOLLOW. By the Author of • Mary PoweU; 

VILLAGE BELLES. By the same Author. 

EASTON. By Hon. Lena Eden. 

THE SEASON TICKET. 

NOTES ON NOSES. By Eden Warwick. 

SAY AND SEAL. By the Author of • Wide Wide World.' 

Three Shillings and Sixpence. 

ANTHONY TROLLOPB'S THE THREE CLERKS. 



Fonr Shillings. 

DR. M'CAUSLAND'S SERMONS IN STONES; OR, SCRIPTURE 

CONFIRMED BY GEOLOGY. Tenth Thousand. 

LADY CHATTERTON'S TRANSLATIONS FROM PLATO. 

JULIA KAVANAGH'S MADELINE, A TALE OF AUVERGNE. Gilt 
Edges. 
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Five Shillings. 



THE INGOLDSBY LEGENDS; OB, MIBTH AND MABVEL8. 

Sixtieth Thousand. * 

FBAN0ATELLI*8 COOK'S GUIDE. 100 Becipes and 40 Woodcuts. 
Fifteentb ThoiuaDd. 

BENTLEY BALLADS. The best Ballads and Songs from Bcntley's Mis- 
cellany. Fifth llioiuancL 

LORD DUNDONALD'S AUTOBIOGRAPHY, with Portrait. Sixth 

Thouaand. 

ANECDOTES OP ANIMALS. A Boy's Book, with eight spirited Dlnstra- 
ttona t>y Wulff. Handsomely bound, with gilt edges. 

ELLET'S LIVES OP WOMEN ARTISTS OF ALL AGES AND 

COUNTRIES. A Girl's Book. Handsomely bound, gilt edges. 

MRS. ELLIS' MOTHERS OF GREAT MEN. 
HAYES' ARCTIC BOAT VOYAGE. Beautifully bound. 
LAMARTINES CELEBRATED CHARACTERS. Nelfcon, Cromwell. Tell. 

Bossuet. Milton, A;c. 

WHATELY'S SELECTIONS FROM ARCHBISHOP WHATELY'S 

WritingB. 

Six Shillings. 

NED LOCKSLEY. THE ETONIAN. 

THE LAST OF THE CAVALIERS. Bentley's 

THE INITIALS. Favourite 

QUITS! By the Author of « The Initiah.' > Novels, each 



MRS. WOOD S EAST LYNNK. 

THE CHANNINGS. 

MRS. HALLIBURTON'S TROUBLES.) 



with Two 
Illustrations. 



BUCKLAND'S CURIOSITIES OF NATURAL HISTORY. F^t Series. 

'• — ■ Second Series. 

WILKIE COLLINS' NOTES TAKEN AFOOT IN CORNWALL ; OR, 

RAMBLES- BEYOND RAILWAYS. 

MIGNETS LIFE OF MARY QUEEN QF SCOTS. Two Portraits. ' 

GUIZOT'S LIFE OF OLIVER CROMWELL. Portrait. 

DR. MAGINN'S SHAKESPEARE CHARACTERS. Polonius, Falstaff. 

Bottom the Weaver. Macbeth. Hamlet^ &c 

JAMES* NAVAL HISTORY OF GREAT BRITAIN. 6 vols. 6«. each. 
TIMBS' ANECDOTE LIVES. With Illustrations. First Series. Statesmen. 
Second Series, Painters. 



- Third Series. Wits and Humorists. 

- Fourth Seri*- i. Wits and Humorists. 



REV. HERMAN DOUGLAS' JERUSAL^^jyi THE GOLDEN, AND 

THE WAY TO IT. 

THIERS' HISTORY OF THE GREAT FRENCH REVOLUTION. 

5 vols. 6«. each, with 41 exquisite Engravings. 
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